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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


The work of some writers can with advantage be broken 
up into sections, each indicative of the mental or spnitual 
development of the author, or of a passing phase of that 
development. The poems of Robert Browning do not 
lend themselves to treatment of this kind. True, in 
certain circumstances, classification is useful, even ncces- 
sary; yet it becomes misleading if the essential unity 
of his writings, from the “ Tauline ” of 1833 to the 
Asolando” of 1889, is overlooked. It may be uiged, 
however, that development is a condition of life to which 
Browfting, in common with the least gifted among us, was 
subject. But development is accomplished in manifold 
ways. Its trend may be towards the gradual revealing 
oi^a nature which externally gives little suggestion of its 
inward form ; it may mean the slow unveiling of a soul 
whose inmost secret is that of thoughts and convictions 
early expressed. Development involves radical change 
only when the thought and the arbitrary superstructure 
of the thought differ. This was not so"' in Browning’s 
case. The man who in youth wrote— 

“ Suntreader, 1 believe in God, and truth," 
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is the same in essentials as he who, in the evening pf his 
life, sang— 

“One who ne\er turned his back, but marched breast forward." 

The lire of Robert Browning was full of rich ex¬ 
periences. Comparatively unknown for long, he lived 
to have honours showered upon him ; he won the love of 
England’s greatest poetess, and their life together was one 
long poem. The thought of the age, of which at first he was 
prophet, flowed up to him and passed onward : withal 
Browning changed not; only he matured, became more 
indissolubly bound to that rock of hope whereto he clung 
fiom childhood. The present volume, comprising all his 
longer works published between 1843 1S50, should 

be regarded, therefore, as a fragment only of a great 
whole. 

It must not be understood that Browning’s powers 
of rhythmical expression became more perfect with each 
poem he wrote, that his car grew more sensiti^/e to 
musical lines: an assertion which an examination of his 
poems would at once flisprovc. Indeed, the development 
of his genius was accompanied by a disposition to wpo 
^ sense at the expense of sound; a too frequent inclination 
to speak rather than to sing. Rarely does Browning 
sacrifice a shade of meaning to however beautiful a com¬ 
bination of sound ; and herein lies at once his ¥reak>- 
ness and his strength. A noble thought expressed in 
noble, rhythmic language is poetry; so, too, are lines in 
whose musical words melody rather than thought is 
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dominant; but to this less worthy form of poetry Brown¬ 
ing never committed himself. 

Whether Browning’s most enduring work is or is not 
to be found in his dramas, his place as a writer of dramatic 
poetry is unique. Despite the fact of his paramount con¬ 
cern with the world of thought, not with the world of 
action, his method of presentation is dramatic. In it 
we do not discern thought losing itself in thought, hut 
thought tending ever to express itself in action. As a 
writer ot poetic drama Browning is remarkable for his 
extended use of the dramatic monologue. That titanic 
structure, ** The Ring and the Book,” is, os we know, a 
series of dramatic monologues, a form of expression for 
which students of his earlier works were prepared, inas¬ 
much as already he had employed the same method to a 
considerable extent. The distinction between soliloquy 
and dramatic monologue must not be overlooked. In 
the one case the character communes with himself; in the 
othe|, the implied presence of a second person compels to 
greater sequence, variety, and vigour. 

The Return of the Druses,” with which this volume 
opens, was published in 1843, years after the appear¬ 
ance of Browning’s first poem, Pauline.” It formed 
the fourth part of the Bells and Pomegranates series, 
issued in cheap form by Moxon. The plot is imaginaiy; 
but, in his presentment of the Druses, Browning is true to 
hittory. These people, in whose veix^ is supposed to 
jSow the blood of several warlike Eastern trib^, in^bit 
a district on the southern range of Lebanon and the 
western slope of Anti-Lebanon. In their religion traces 

I* 
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are to be found of Judaism, Chiistianity, and Mahometan¬ 
ism. They hold that God, the essence of all things, 
Himself invisible and incomprehensible, has ever and 
again been made manifest in human form ; the tenth and 
last time in the person of Hakeem, whom they worship. 
Brown mg has assumed the possible recurrence of the 
miracle at a time of national distress, and upon this 
assumption the play turns. The tragedy is enacted on an 
island belonging to the Knights of Rhodes, which the 
Druses have colonised, and on which they are subject to 
the rule of a Prefect whose persistent cruelties have 
wiought them tojin ecstasy of lute. Downtrodden and 
oppressed, they hail Djabal as a divine deliverer; they 
worship him as the God ITakecin wlio comes at daybreak 
to free them. 

In “The Reliirn of the Druses” several of Browning’s 
most marked characteristics as a dramatic writer may be 
studied. Unlike his contemporary, Tennyson, whose 
earlier impulse, at least, led him to treat of the remote 
and the picturesque. Browning was attracted ttiwards 
humanity in its periods of tempest; he loved beiBt to 
depict men and women when, under the influence of 
mental or moral emotion, their utmost strength was (yat 
forth towards the attainment of some goal. Again, os 
Walter Pater pointed out, Browning is the poet of situa¬ 
tions. In dramatic art, as in life, of which a|t is an 
essentialised reflection, the moment is everything. 'Che 
magic lies not so much in the word or the act itself, 
but in ;ts relation to the circumstances which^ either by 
reason of their striking contrast or their harmony, 
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to its significance. From '*The Return ot the Drdses” 
two examples may be adduced to show how iiilly alive 
was the poet to the importance of this relationship. 
In one instance, the Prefect, who for long has been in 
constant terror of his life, feels at last that danger is 
over; and, drawing aside the arras of his chamber, where 
the assassin’s knife awaits him, exclaims— 

" This is the first time for long years I enter 
Thus without feeling just as if I lifted 
The Ud up of my tomb I 

Let me repeat—for the first time, no draught 
Coming as from a sepulchre salutes me.” 

A second example of Browning’s power to seize the 
psychical moment is when Anael, torn between loyalty 
to her people and love of the self-convicled impostor 
Djabal, finally decides to unmask his wickedness. Twice 
she utters his human name, “ Djalial,” “My Djabal.” 
But ere she falls dead, in an ecstasy of devotion she hails 
him, before the assembled people, as the divine being 
Hakeem. Of all the women in Browning’s dramas, ^ 
Anael! perhaps, is the most womanly, the most self- 
consistent. She throbs with passionate life, and in the 
moment of supreme crisis she, like many another 
w%man, Siicrifices everything to protect the man she 
loves, unworthy as he is. She is a fine creation, finely 
wrought. 

Although in the opinuin of some critics one of the 
dxbmas^ best suited to the stage, “The^ Return of the 
Druses’^ has never been performed. First issued as 
A panlphlet, it afterwards found a place in the collected 
tditfons of 2849, 1863, 1868, zS88, and 1896. 
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It il necessary only to recall a number of Browning’s 
general titles to sec how closely he clung to the dramatic 
principle. His next work was for the Stage. " As 
Stratford” marks the period in which his friendship 
for Macready was growing, so A Blot in the 'Scutcheon ” 
is associated with a serious misunderstanding which 
brought that friendship to a practical close. It was not 
until many years later, however, in 1891, that the cir¬ 
cumstances were made public. At Macready’s suggestion 
Browning wrote the play, and as an example of the 
rapidity with which he could work on certain occasions, 
it may be said that the three acts were completed within 
five days. Macready at this time seems to have fallen 
into financial difficulties ; in consequence, though at 
first reading delighted with the work, he afterwards 
showed a disinclination to produce it, and professed his 
inability to play the leading character. 

As, however, Browning did not understand the hints 
dropped with regard to non-production, Macready pro* 
* posed to transfer the principal part to Phelps, then an 
unknown actor. Thus it wa^^ arranged, and, despite the 
manager’s subsequent wish to impersonate Tresham him¬ 
self, Phelps, at the author’s desire, ^peared in the rS/g, 
The play was handicapped severely in other wrays. Con¬ 
trary to custom, it was first read to the actors, hot by 
Macready, but by the prompter—a man incapable toutideii^* 
stand, still less to interpret, the spirit of the lines ; 
over, the drama was produced after only two reHeaitel^ 
and was staged with scenery of a most inadequate 
There is a general impression that success has 
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attended the performance of Browning’s plays; but, 
notwithstanding the many and serious disadvantages 
incident upon the 6rst night at Drury Lane Theatre, of 
which Macready had just become manager, “ A Blot in 
the ’Scutcheon ” was greeted with hearty applause and 
a call made for the author, to which he did not respond. 
The tragedy held the stage for several nights, warmly re- 
ceived by crowded houses. Its performance, in 1885, by 
the Browning Society in London, and by Mr. Laurence 
Barrett in Washington, called forth some misleading 
statements as to its original reception. Before publishing 
these, Mr. Hills, the then editor of TIu Daily 
submitted them to the poet, who replied at length in a 
private letter, giving all the circumstances which had 
attended the Arst performance of the play. The &cts, 
however, did not become generally known until the 
publication of this letter in Mrs. Sutherland Orr’s ** Life 
of Browning.” When Mr. and Mrs. Browning were in 
Italy, in 1848, they heard with pleasure of the welcome 
acco^ed to the tragedy at Sadler’s Wells Theatre, when 
rhclps again look the principal p.]Tt. 

A3 to the play itself, opinions differ widely. In a 
letter to Forster, Dickens gives it the highest possible 
ptaise: ** 1 know nothing that is so affecting ... as 
Mildred’s recurrence to that * I was so young—I had no 
mcither I’ . . . The tragedy I never shall forget, or less 
vivi(Uy remember, than 1 do now. And if you tell 
Browning that I have seen it, tell him thdt I believe from 
my soul there is no man living (and not many dead) who 
C(Hild produce such a work.” Not for thirty years, how- 
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ever, did Browning learn of these generous words of appre¬ 
ciation. Mr. Skelton, too, refers to the drama as “ one 
of the most perfectly conceived and perfectly executed 
tragedies in the language. Other critics, and with greater 
justification, regard it as a work of unequal merit, con¬ 
taining sjveral fine situations, notably that to which 
Dickens alludes, but marked by unfortunate lapses, both 
dramatic and poetical. Mertoun’s song to Mildred in 
the first act, in addition to its value as a characteristic 
Browning composition, possesses, as his biographer, Mr. 
William Sharp, points out, interest of another kind. The 
lines begiiming— 

"There's a woman like a dew-drop, bhe's so purer than the 
purest 

were written about two years before Robert Browning 
met Elizabeth Barrett. Ilow greatly this song influenced 
her writmgs, readers of ** Lady Geraldine’s Courtship,” 
for example, are aware. ** A Blot in the ’Scutcheon,” 
originally printed by Moxun in twency-four hour^ in 
order to ensure its performance as B4 owning wrote it, 
was issued as Part V. of the Bells '*'id Pomegranates 
^eries, and has appeared m all the collected editions* 1 
As we have seen. Browning could work rapidly when 
occasion required ; when, moreover, the central idea had 
taken definite shape in his mind. The poet’s ccrntribnUoii 
to the literature of his time, in point of quantity as well 
as distinction, is remarkable. But when it is remembered 
that for nearly sixty years Browning exercised his arty, hi 
circumstances far more favourable than those in whkh. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 


xni 


many men have laboured, his output is the less surprising. 
During the year that followed the appearance of ** A Blot 
in the ’Scutcheon ” the poet was engaged, doubtless, on 
some of the superb lyrics and romances published latef. 
However this may be, the play in five acts entitled 
“Colombe*s Buthday” was the only woik printed in 
1844. 

The drama turns on Colombe, Duchess of Juliers* 
choice of a suitor. Shall she marry the mighty Prince— 

"The mnn of men, the spit it of all flesh, 

The fiery ccntie ot an Ciiitbly world I '* 

who does not love her, union with whom would mean 
wealth, glory, power ; or shall she follow the dictates of 
her heart and, renouncing her high position, wed the 
loyal commoner, Valence? At the dramatic moment, 
and with incisive brevity, she exclaims in the hearing of 
all— 

" I take him—qive up Tulicrs and the wotld. 

This IS my lliithd.iy 

It does not appear that “Colomhe’s Birthday” was 
written for immediate stage representation, and as a 
tnatter of fact it remained unacted for ten years. In 
1853, when Mr. and Mrs. Browning were in Italy, it 
was produced at the Haymarket Theatic, Miss Helen 
Faudt, afterwards Lady Martin, creating the title part, 
as she had created those of Lady Carlisle and Mildred 
TVesham. About the same time it was performed at 
Boston, U.S.A., and since then those privileged to attend 
the perfomtanQcs under the direction of the Browning 
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Society have had the opportunity to mtness it in London. 
The text, first issued by Moxon as Part VI. of the Bells 
« and Pomegranates series, is contained in each of the 6ve 
collec I ed editions. 

The next contribution to this historic series, comprising 
some of the most idiosyncratic and beautiful of Browning's 
works, is the Dramatic Romances and Lyrics,” of 
which one only, ^*The Flight of the Duchess,” appears 
in the present volume. 

One Guy Fawkes* Day, w'hen a boy. Browning heard 
a woman singing in the street. The refrain of her 
song, repeated over and over, haunted him, and years 
afterwards, in 1845, w’ith the words, “Following the 
Queen of the Gipsies, O ! ” still in his mind, he wrote 
the romance entitled “The Flight of the Duchess.** 
Here, as in everything born of the imagination, upon the 
reader's drift of thought, upon his capacity and desire to 
find hidden meanings, depends for him the significance 
of the poem. By some it is regarded as a poet's recital 
of an event, commonplace in itself, to w'hich an element 
of the improbable his been added; others see in it a 
“mystic study of redeemed womaiihood,” the allegory 
of a soul shaking off its bondage to hnd its true freedom 
in others. Mayhap there is no inconsistency in the two 
raidings; but without adopting the one or the other, the 
flight of the young Duchess from her solitary, hemk^ess 
home to the land of the gipsies, where lovd, ajrmpalhy, 
and pleasant comradeship await her, has an interest of 
its own. There is deep l^auty in the idea that SDiia'dit as 
of sweet music seemed to precede the old wotnanVarords 
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of Iove> and that ere she ended, her voice changed as a 
bird's, and again it was as if a sweet melody filled the 
air. Love was a strange visitant in that place, and the 
Duchess for the first time was diinking of**life’s pure 
fire.” Browning leaves each one to his own interpreta¬ 
tion. ** The Flight of the Duchess ” formed part of the 
seventh issue of the Bells and ]Pomegranates series, and 
appears in each edition of the collected works. 

Next in chronological order come the two dramas 
*‘Luria” and “A Soul’s Tragedy,” the first for the 
stage, the second for the study. The character of Luna 
is perhaps the simplest and most noble of the creations 
of Browning; the modern Othello he has been aptly 
called. Long, introspective parlcyings with himself do 
not find a place in the composition of this great general, 
this gallant fighter, this lover of Florence, and the picture 
is marred by few, if any, self-communings. The drama is 
enacted in the Italy of the fifteenth century, and treats of 
an episode in the great struggle between the republics of 
Floreftcc and Pisa. As to the historical truth of the 
situation whereon the tragedy turns, it is possible that 
the following passage from Sapio Amminato’s ** Istoria 
FIbrentine,” quoted by Professor Pancoast in “ Poet 
Lore,** suggested the motif to Browning. ** And when 
all was regdy, the expedition marched to the gates of 
Pisa^ under the command of Conte Bartoldo Orsini, a 
V^tusian captain in the Florentine sendee,'accompanied 
by Filippo di Megalotti, Rinaldo di Gian Figliazzi, and 
AlasQ degli Albiszi, in the character of commissaries of 
the commonwealth. For, although we have ev'ery con- 
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iidence in the honour and fidelity of our general, you see 
it is always well to be on the safe side. And in the 
matter of receiving possession of a city . . . these nobles 
with the old feudal names ! We know the ways of them 1 
And Orsini might be as bad in Pisa as a Visconti, so we 
might as well send some of our own people to be on the 
spot. The three commissaries therefore accompanied 
the Florentine general to Pisa.” If, indeed, as seems 
probable, Browning fashioned tiie tragedy of “Luria” 
out of this suggestive extract, the iact adds not only 
to its historical interest, but is an example of the way 
in which his imagination w^orked—another and more 
noteworthy example, of course, being the book picked 
up on an old stall in Florence, uhicli furnished material 
for “The King and the Book.” The figure of Luna 
lives in the memory. Suspected, walrhcd, plotted 
against, this Moor, who with :i hall-iegict apostrophises 
his native land as “My own E.ibt I How nearer 
God we were 1 ” has room for one passion only in his 
heart—the love of Florence. To the end he is h&thful 
to his mistress. K\cn his enemies are put to shame 
whenj^ finally, rather than betray ji loved cJly, whose 
^ people had sought to compass his death, he takes tl^c 
phuil of poison from his breast, murmuring— %■ 

“ Strange 1 This Is all 1 brought from my own Land 
To hdp me.” 

“ Luria,” “ this' last attempt for the present at dramatic 
poetry,” as Browning says, is dedicated to “the great 
dramatic poet ”—Walter Savage Landor—whom Brown¬ 
ing met at Ion” “Talfourd*s house one menioiable 
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eveoioga xvben, with Wordsworth as well as Landor 
presenta his name was coupled with the toast of the poets 
of England, Landor^s beautiful acknowledgment of the 
dedication is stately as became his old age— 

“ Shakespeare Is not our poet but the world’s, 

Therefore on him no speech I and brief for thee, 
Ilrownlng I Since Chaucer was alive and hale 
No man has walked along our loads with step 
So active, so enquiring eve, or tongue 
So varied In discourse But warmer climes 
Gnc brighter pluin.igc, stronger wing ‘ the breeze 
Of Alpine heights thnu playest with, Dorne on 
Beyond Sorrento and Anialfi, where 
The Siren waits thee, singing song for song.” 

Although a play wTitlen for the stage, “ Luria” has never 
been performed. 

The drama iiunically entitled “A Soul’s Tragedy” 
formed, with “ Luna,” the eighth and last number of the 
Bells and Pomegranates senes. The two acts treat 
respectively of llic poetry and the prose of Chiappino’^ 
life; in the second act (^gniben, the Papal Legate, if 
somewhat prolix, stands out as the most noteworthy 
character m the “tragedy.” Both “Luria” and “A 
Sours Tragedy ” are to be found in the five editions of 
Browning's works. 

On September 12, 1846, at the parish church of Saint 
Marylel)ope, Robert Browning and Elizabeth Barrett 
were married. Immediately afterwards, because of the 
frail health of the poetess, they started for'^Italy, pausing 
first in Paris, and thence proceeding by easy stages to 
Avignon and, finally, to Pisa, where the winter was 
spentf Mrs. Browning’s health improving rapidly day by 
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day. In spring they left *' this perch of Pisa ” for 
Florence, where their second place of abode will ever be 
associated with “Casa Guidi Windows.*’ In June they 
moved tr* the little town of Ancona, on the Adriatic, the 
place wh( ‘C Browning wrote one of the most beautiful of 
his short poems, “ The Guardian Angel,” of which I 
quote the concluding lines of the hfth stanza:— 

** All Is beauty ; 

And knowinj; this, is love, and love is duty 

Whiit further may be sought for or declared ? 

With the exception o* revising all his W'orks then in 
print—save “Pauline,” “Strafford,** the drama which 
he wrote for Macready, and “ Sordcllo **--for the col¬ 
lected edition m tw'o volumes, published by Chapman 
& Hall in 1849, of writing some of the poems which 
in 1855 appeared under the gencial title, “ Men and 
Women,** Browning seems to have done little work 
during the early years of his married life. 

There is a lapue of four years between “ A Soul’s 
Tragedy** and “Chnslmts I’ve and Easter Dky.** 
written at Florence in 1850. It, or rather they—for 
“Christmas »e**and “Easter Day 'are two distinct 
poems—belong to the poet*.s argumentative workslS 
Although in these musings on religion Browning's own 
beliefs arc ever and agnin visible, the conclusions can'not 
be taken as those to which he himself assented. His 
own religious attitude is more truly reflected, perhaps, iA> 
the shorter poem of “La Saisiaz** (Savoyard for the 
sun), published in 1S78. 

With “ Christmas Eve and Easter Day,’* the present 
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volume coficludes. During the seventeen years that 
preceded its publication Browning had produced about 
one*third of the work that bears his name; in the suc¬ 
ceeding thirty-nine years the remaining two-thirds was 
written. 

Amongst the great achievements of the last forty years 
of his life one or two notable examples only can be 
mentioned: the monumental work, ** The Ring and the 
Book,” containing the haunting lines of tribute to his 
dead wife, “O lyric Love, half angel and half bird”; 
“Abt Vogler,” which only a poet who was also a 
musician could have written ; “ Prospice,” wherein is 
concentrated the courageous philosophy of the man; 

Home Thoughts from Abroad,” with its blithe song, 
bom of his lovmg recollection of spring in England ; and 
that great sou I-study, “ Rabbi Ben E/^ra.” 

In A^enice, on the i2lh of Dcccmlier, 1889, Browning 
died ; but for the dauntless poet death had no terror. It 
was but a moment of darkness— 

"Then a liijht, llion Ihv breast, 

O Ihoii soul of mv soul < I shall clasp thee aj^nln 
^ /\nd \Mtli God be the rc'it ” 

Frank Rindkr. 
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Jibe ’Return ot tbe S)ru6e6. 


A THAGEDY. 
PERSONS. 


The Grand-Master’s Prefect. 
The Patriarch’s Nuncio 
The R^ubllc's Admiral 
Loy 9 de Dreux, Knight- 
Novice. 

Initiated Druses— Djabal 
„ „ Khalil 

„ „ Amael 


Initiated Druses— Maani. 

„ „ Karshook, 

Raghib, Ayoob^ and 
others. 

Uninitiated Druses. 

Piefect's Guard, Niinrlo’s At¬ 
tendants, Admiral's 
Force. 


Time, 14- 

Placp— An Islet of the Southern Sporadcs, colonised by Druses of 
Lebanon, and g<n nsoned by the Kmghts-Hospitallcrs of Rhodes. 

Scene— A Hall in the Prefect's Palace. 


ACT I. 

Enter stealthily Karshook, Kaghib, Ayoor, and other 
n initiated Druses, ea^h as he enters casting’ off a robe that 
^ cheats his distinctive black vest and watte turban; 
thent os'giving" a loose to exultation ,— 

Kar, The moon is carried off in purple fire ; 

Day breaks at last I Break glory, with the day, 

Ou Djabol’s dread incarnate mystery 
Now ready to resume its pristine shape 
Of Hak^em^ ^ the Khalif vanished erst ^ 

In what seemed death to uninstructed eyes, 

Oa rad Mokattam’s verge—our Founder’s fleshy 
As he resumes our Founder’s function ! 

2 


I 
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—Death 

Sweep to the Christian Prefect that enslaved 
So long us s-id Druse exiles o’er the sea' 

Ajf, —Most joy be ihme, O Mother mount ^ Thy 
brood 

Returns to Mice, no outcasts as we left, 

But thus—1 ut thus * Behind, our Prefect*s corse ; 
Before, a presence like the morning—thine. 

Absolute Djabil Htc,—God Ilakecm non 
That day breaks' 

Aar Off then, with disguise at last! 

As horn our forms this hateful garb we strip, 

^ 1 » SL Lvi ry longue its glo/ing accent too, 

Discird c irh limb the ignoble gesture ’ Crj, 

Tis the liriisc Nuion, wardeis on our mount 
Of the \^orld s secret, since the birth of time, 

— No kindred slips, no offsets from thy slock, 

No spawn of Christians ire wc, Prefect, we 
Uho rise 

ij Who shout 

W ho seize, a first fuuts, ha*- 
Spoil of the spoiler ! Brave * 

[/'Aey he^pn to hat dowtt^ and todnpute for, thedeco- 
rations of the Halt 
Kar Hold» 

Ay, —Mine, I say ; 

And mine shall it continue ' ^ 

JCai Just this funge ! 

Take anything beside ' Lo, spire on spire, 

Curl serpentwise wreathed columns to tne top 
Of the roof, and hide themselves mysteriously 
Among the twinkling lights and darks that haunt 
Yon cornice ! Where the huge veil, they suspend 
Before the Prefect’s Chamber of delight. 

Floats wide, then &ll8 again (as if its slave, ^ 

The scented air, took heart now, and anon 
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Lost heart, to buoy its breadths of gorgeousness 
Above the gloom they droop in)—all the porch 
Is jewelled o’er with frost-work charactery ; 

And see yon eight-point cross of white flame, winking 
Hoar-silvery like some fresh-broke marble-stone : 

Raze out the Rhodian’s Cross there, so thou leav’st me 
This single fringe! 

Ay. Ha, wouldst thou, dog-fox ? Help ! 

—Three handbreadths of gold fringe, my son was set 
To twist, the night he died ! 

Kar, Nay, hear the knave 1 

And I could witness my one daughter borne, 

A week since, to the Prefect’s couch, yet fold 
These arms, be mute, lest word of mine should mar 
Our Master’s work, delay the Prefect here 
A day, prevent his sailing hence for Rhodes— 

How know I else ?—Heat me denied my right 
By such a knave ! 

Ragh. [interposing.] Each ravage for himself 1 
Booty enough ! On, Druses ! Be there found 
Blood and a heap behind us; with us, Djabal 
Turned Hakeem ; and before us, Lebanon 1 
Yielfjs the porch ? Spare not! There his minions 
dragged 

Thy daughter, Karshook, to the Prefect’s couch I 
Ayoob 1 Thy son, to soothe the Prefect’s pride, 

B^t o’er that task, the death-sweat on his brow, 

Carving the spice-tree’s heart in scroll-work there 1 
Onward in Djabal’s name ! 

Af the tumult is at height^ enter Khalil. A pause 
and silence* 

» 

Was it for this, 

Djabal hath summoned you ? Deserve you thus 
A portion in to-day’s event? What, here— 
lyhen most behoves your feet fiill soft, your eyes 
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Sink low, your tongues lie still,—at Djabal's side, 

Close in his very hearing, who, ^rchance, 

Assumes e’en now God Hakeem’s dreaded shape,— 
Dispute } ou for these gauds ? 

Ay, How say’st thou, Khalil ? 

Doubtless oiir Master prompts thee I Take the fringe. 
Old Karshook ! 1 supposed it was a xlay . . . 

Kha, For pillage ? 

Kar. Hearken, Khalil! Never spoke 

A boy so like a song-bird ; wc avouch thee 
Prettiest of all our Master’s instruments 
Except thy bright twin-sister—thou and Anael 
Challenge his prime regard: but we may crave 
(Such nothings as we be) a portion too 
Of Djabal’s favor ; in him we believed. 

His bound ourselves, him moon by moon obeyed, 

Kept silence till this daybreak—so may claim 
Reward : who grudges me my claim ? 

Ay, To-day 

Is not as yesterday 1 
Ragh. Stand off! 

Kha, Rebel you ? 

Must 1, the delegate of Djabal, draw 
His wrath on you, the day of our Return ? 

Other Druses, Wrench from their grasp the fringe! 
Hound 1 must the earth 

Vomit her plagues on us thro’ thee ?—and thee ? ' 

Pfague me not, Khalil, for their fault 1 
^ha. Oh, shame ! 

Thus breaks to-day on you, the mystic tribe 
Who, flying the approach of Osman, bore 
Our &ith, a merest spark, from Syria’s Ridge 
Its birth-place, hither 1 Let the sea divide 
These hunters from their prey, you said, and safe 
In this dim islet’s virgin solitude 

Tend we our fliith, the spark, till happier time ^ 
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Fan it to fire; till Hakeem rise again, 

According to his word that, in the flesh 
Which faded on Mokattam ages since, 

He, at our extreme need, would interpose, 

And, reinstating all in power and bliss, 

Lead us himself to Lebanon once more. 

Was *t not thus you departed years ago, 

Ere I was born ? 

Druses. 'Twas even thus, years ago. 

And did you call—(according to old laws 
Which bid us, lest the Sacred grow Prophane, 

Assimilate ourselves in outward rites 

With strangers fortune makes our lords, and 

As Christian with the Christian, Jew with Jew, 

Druse only with the Druses)—did you call 
Or no, to stand hwixt you and Osman s rage, 

(Mad to pursue e’en hither thro’ the sea 
The remnant of your tribe) a race self-vowed 
To endless warfare witli his hordes and him, 

The White-cross Knights of the adjacent Isle ? 

Aar. And why else rend we down, wrench up, raze 
out ? 

Th^se Knights of Rhodes we thus solicited 
For help, bestowed on us a fiercer pest 
Than aught we fled—their Prefect; who began 
His promised mere paternal governance, 

!3y a prompt massacre of all our Sheikhs 
Able to thwart the Order in its scheme 
Of crushing, with our nationalities. 

Each chance of our return, and taming us 
Bond slaves to Rhodes for ever—^all, he thinks 
To end by this day’s treason. i' 

Say I not ? 

You, fitted to the Order’s purposes, 

Your Sheikhs cut off, your very garb proscribed, 

Must yet receive one degr^ation more; 
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The Knights at last throw oflf the mask—transfer, 
As tributary now, and appanage. 

This islet they are but protectors of, 

To their own ever-craving lord, the Church, 

Which licenses all crimes that pay it thus— 

You, from their Prefe t, were to be consigned 
Pursuant to I know not what vile pact, 

To the Knights’ Patriarch, ardent to outvie 
His predecessor in all wickedness; 

When suddenly rose Djabal in the midst, 

Djabal, the man, in semblance, but our God 
Confessed by signs and portents. Ye saw Hre 
Bicker round Djabal, heard strange music flit 
Bird-like about his brow ? 

Druses. We saw—we heard ! 

Djabal is Hakeem, the incarnate Dread, 

The phantasm Khalif, King of Prodigies ! 

Kha. And as he said hath not our Khalif done. 
And so disposed events (from land to land 
Passing invisibly) that when, this morn. 

The pact of villany complete, there comes 
This Patriarch’s Nuncio with this Master’s Prefect 
Their treason to consummate,—each will face 
For a crouching handful, an uplifted nation; 

For simulated Christians, confessed Druses; 

And, for slaves past hope of the Mother-mount, 
Freedmen returning there ’neath Venice’ flag ; 

That Venice, which, the Hospitallers' foe, 

Grants us from Candia escort home at price 
Of our relinquished isle—Rhodes counts her own—• 
Venice, whose promised argosies should stand 
Toward the harbour : is it now that you, and you. 
And you, selected from the rest to bear 
The burthen of the Khalifs secret, further 
To-day’s event, entitled by your wrongs, 

And witness in the Prefect’s hall his &te« 
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That you dare clutch these gauds ? Ay, drop them 1 
Kar, True, 

Most true, all this ; and yet, may one dare hint, 

Thou art the youngest of us ?—tho’ employed 
Abundantly as Djabal’s confidant, 

Transmitter of his mandates, even now; 

Much less, whene’er beside him Anael graces 
The cedar throne, his Quecn-bride, art thou like 
To occupy its lowest step that day ! 

Now, Khalil, wert thou checked as thou aspirest, 
l^'orbidden such or such an honor,—say, 

Would silence serve so amply ? 

Kha, Karshook thinks 

I covet honors ? Well, nor idly thinks I 
Honors ? I have demanded of them all 
The greatest! 

Kar, I supposed so. 

Kha. Judge yourselves 1 

Turn—thus • ’tis in the alcove at the ])ack 
Of yonder columned porch, whose entrance now 
The veil hides, that our Prefect holds his state ; 

Receives the Nuncio, when the one, from Rhodes, 
The^thcr lands from Syria ; there they meet. 

Now, 1 have sued with earnest prayers . . . 

Kar. For what 

. Shall the Bride’s brother vainly sue ? 

Kha. That mine— 

Avenging in one blow a myriad wrongs, 

—Might be the hand to slay the Prefect there ! 

DiabS reserves that office for himself. \A silence. 

Thus far, as youngest of you all, 1 speak 
—Scarce more enlightened than yourselves: slnc6, near 
As I approach him, nearer as I trust* 

Soon to approach our Master, he reveals 
Only the God’s power, not the glory yet: 

Therefore 1 reasoned with you ; now, as servant 



8 THE RETURN OF THE DRUSfeS. 


^ To Djabal, bearing his authority, 

Hear me appoint your several posts ! Till noon 
None sees him save myself and Anael—once 
The deed achieved, our Khalif, casting off 
Tlie embodied Awe’s tremendous mystery. 

The weakness ol the flesh disguise, resumes 
Ills proper glory, ne’er to fade again. 

Enter a Druse. 

The Dt use. Our Prefect lands from Rhodes !—Without 
a sign 

That he suspects aught since he left our Isle ; 

Nor in his train a single guard Ixyond 

The few he sailed with hence : so have we learned 

From Loys . . , 

Aar. Loys ? Is not Loys gone 

For ever ? 

Ayoob. Loys, the Frank Knight, returned ? 

The Druse. Loys, the boy, stood on the leading prow 
Conspicuous in his gay attire,—and leapt 
Into the surf the foremost: since day-dawn 
1 kept watch to the Northward ; take but note 
Of my poor vigilance to Djabal ! 

Kka. Peace! 

Thou, Karshook, with thy company, receive 
The Prefect as appointed : see, ail keep 
The wonted shew of servitude: announce 
His entry Jiere by the accustomed peal 
Of^umpets, then await the further pleasure 
Of Djabal! (Loys back, whom Djabal sent 
To Rhodes that we might spare the single Knight 
Worth sparing I) 

Enter a second Druse. 

The Druse. I espied it first! Say, I 
First spied the Nuncio’s galley from the South ! 
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Saidst thou a Crossed-keys’ Flag would flap the mast ? 
It nears apace J One galley and no more— 

If Djabal chance to ask who spied the flag. 

Forget not, I it was 1 

Thou, Ayoob, bring 

, The Nuncio and his followers hither 1 Break 
One rule prescribed, ye wither in your hlood, 

Die at your fault! 


Enter a third Druse. 

The Drtise^ I shall see home, sec home ! 

—Shall banquet in the sombre groves again ! 

Hail to thee, Khalil ! Venice looms af.ir ; 

The argosies of Venice, like a cloud. 

Bear up from Candia in the distance ! 

Kka. Joy * 

Summon our people, Raghib ! Bid all forth ! 

Tell them the long-kept secret, old and young ! 

Set free the captives, let the trampled raise 
Their faces from the dust, because at length 
The cycle is complete, God Hakeem’s reign 
Begins anew ! Say, Venice for our guard, 

Ere nigjjit wc steer fur Syria ! Hear you, Druses ? 

Hear you this crowning witness to the claims 
Of Djabal ? Oh, I spoke of hope and fear, 

Reward and punishment, because he bade 
^hd has the right; for me, what should I say 
But, mar not those imperial lineaments, 

No majesty of all that rapt regard 
Vex by the least omission 1 Let him rise 
Without a check from you 1 
Drupes, Let Djabal rise! 

Bitter L*oys .—TJie Druses are silent. 

Leys, Who speaks of Djabal ?—for I seek him, friends ! 
Tu Dhul ’Tis as our Isle broke out in song 
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For joy, its Prefect-inrubus drops ofF 
To-day, and I succeed him in his rule ! 

But no—they cannot dream of their good fortune ! 

Peace to you, Druses I I have tidings for you, 
But first for Dj.ihal: where’s your tall bewitcher, 

With that small '\rab thin-lippeil silver mouth ? 

JiTjia. [Aude .0 Kar.] Loys, in truth! Yet Djabal 
cannot err ! 

I^ar, <[(0 Kha.] And who takes charge of Loys? That’s 
forgotten, 

Despite thy wariness ! Will Loys stand 
And see his comrade slaughtered ? 

Lojfs. [Aside.] How they shrink 

And whisper, with those rapid faces ! What ? 

The sight of me m their oppressors’ garb 
Strikes terror to the simple tribe ? God’s shame 
On those that bring our Order ill repute ! 

But all’s at end now ; better days begin 
For these mild mountaineers from over-sea ; 

The timidest shall have in me no Prefect 
To cower at thus ! [Ahud.] T ask for Djabal— 

/Tar. [Aside.] Better 

One lured him, ere he can suspect, inside 
The corridor; ’twere easy to <lespatch 
A youngster, [/o Loys.] Djabal passed some minutes 
since ^ a, 

Thro’ yonder porch, and . . . 

ITAa. [Aside.] Hold ! What, him despatch? 

The only Christian of them all we charge 
No tyranny upon ? Who,—noblest Knight 
Of all that learned from time to time their trade 
Of lust and cruelty among us,—heir 
To Europe’s pomps, a truest child of pride,— 

Yet stood between the Prefect and ourselves 
From the beginning? Loys, Djabal makes 
Account of, and precisely sent to Rhodes 
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For safety ?—I take charge of him ! 

[7b LoVs.] Sir Loys,— 

Z/ys. There, cousins ! Does Sir Loys strike you dead ? 
[advancm^.l Djabai has intercourse with few or 
none 

•Till noontide: but, your pleasure ? 

Loys, Intercourse 

“With few or none?”—(Ah, Khalil, when you spoke 
I saw not your smooth face ! All health !—and health 
To Anael I How fares Anael ?)—“ Intercourse 
“ With few or none ? ” Forget you, I’ve been friendly 
With Djabal long ere you or any Druse ? 

—Enough of him at Rennes, I think, lieneath 
The Duke my father’s roof • He’d tell by the hour, 
With fixed white eyes beneath his swarthy brow, 
Plausiblest stones . . . 

LT/ia. Stories, say you ?—Ah, 

The quaint attire 1 

Loys, My dress for the last time 1 

I low sad I cannot make you understand. 

This ermine, o’er a shield, betokens me 

Of Bretagne, ancientest of provinces 

And noblest; and, what’s best and oldest there, 

See, Dreux*, our house’s blazon, which the Nuncio 
Tacks to an Hospitallers’ vest to-day ! 

It, The Nuncio we await ? What brings you back 

From Rhodes, Sir Loys ? 

Loys, How you island tribe 

Forget, the world’s awake while here you drowse ! 

What brings me back? What should not bring me, rather ? 
Our Patriarch’s Nuncio visits you to-day— , 

Is not my year’s probation out ? I come 
To take the knightly vows, 

Kha, What’s that you wear ? 

^ Loys, This Rhodian cross ? The cross your Prefect wore. 
*Yoa should have seen, as I saw, the full Chapter 
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Rise, to a man, while they transferred this cross 
From that unworthy Prefect*s neck to . . . (fool-^ 

My secret will escape me 1) In a word. 

My year’s probation’s passe^, and Knight ere eve 
Am 1; bound, li}< e the rest, to yield my wealth 
To the common stock, to live in chastity, * 

(We Knights espouse alone our Order’s fame) 

—Change this gay weed for the black white-crossed gown. 

And fight to death against the Infidel 

'■'Not, therefore, against you, you Christians with 

Such partial difference only as befits 

The peacefullest of tribes ! But Khalil, prithee, 

Is not the Isle brighter than wont to-day? 

Kha» Ah, the new sword ! 

Loys, See now ! You handle sword 

As ’twere a camel-staff! Pull! That’s my motto. 
Annealed, “ Pro on the blade in blue. 

Kka. No curve in it ? Surely a blade should curve I 
Ij>ys, Straight from the wrist! Loose—it should 

poise itself! 

Kha. \waving with irrepressible ex if Hat ion the sword] 
We are a nation, Loys, of old fame 
Among the mountains ! Rights have wc to keep, 

With the sword too ! 

[Remembering himself,] But I forget—you Wd me 
Seek Djabal ? , 

Loys, * What! A sword’s sight scares you not ? 
(The People I will make of him and them 1 
Oh, let my Prefect-sway begin at once t) 

Bring Djabal—say, indeed, that come he must I 
Kha. At noon seek Djabal in the Prefect’s Chamber, 
And find— [j4suie.J Nay, ’tis thy cursed race’s token, 
Frank pride, no special insolence of thine 1 
[j4loud.] Tarry and I will do your bidding, Loys. 

[7b the rest aside.] Now, forth you 1 I proceed to Djabal 
straight. * ^ 



THE RETURN OF THE DRUSES. 13 


Leave this poor boy, who knows not what he says. 

Oh, will it not add joy to even thy joy, 

Djabal, that I report all friends were true ? 

goes^ followed by the Druses. 

Loys, Tu Dieu h How happy I shall make these 
• Druses I 

Was not surpassingly contrived of me 
To get the long list of their wrongs by heart, 

Then take the hrst pretence for stealing off 
From^the&e poor islanders, present myself 
Sudden at Rhodes before the noble Chapter, 

And (as best proof of ardour in its cause 
Which ere to-night will have become, too, mine) 
Acquaint it with this pl.iguc-&ore in its body. 

This Prefect and his villanous career ? 

The princely Synod ! All I dared request 
Was his dismissal; and they graciously 
Consigned his very office to myself—^ 

Myself may heal whate’er’s diseased ! 

And good 

For them, they did so ! Since I never felt 

How lone a lot, tho' brilliant, I embrace, * 

Till now that, past retrieval, it is mine— 

To live tnus, and thus die ! Yet, as I leapt 
On shore, so home a feeling greeted me 
Tj^tl could half believe in Djabars story, 

He used to tempt my father with, at Rennes— 

And me, too, since the story brought me here— 

Of some Count Dreux and ancestor of ours 
Who, sick of wandering from Bouillon’s war, 

Left his old name in Lebanon. 

Long days ' 

At least to spend in the Isle I and, my news known 
An hour hence, what if Anael turns on me 
^he black eyes I must forget ? 

Why, fool, 
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V 

Recall them, then ? My business is with Djabal, 
Not Anael! Djabal tames : if 1 seek him ?— 
The Isle is brighter than its wont to-day I 


ACT II. 

Enter Djabal. 

Dja, That a strong man should think himself a God 1 
I—Hakeem ? To have wandered thrg’ the world, * 
Sown falsehood, and thence reaped now scorn, now faith 
For my one chant with many a change, my tale 
Of outrage, and my prayer for vengeance—this 
Required, forsooth, no mere man's faculty, 

Nor less than llakeem’.s? The persuading Loys 
To pass probation here ; the getting access 
By Loys to the Prefect; worst of all. 

The gaining my tribe’s confidence by fraud 
That would disgrace the very Franks,—a few 
Of Europe’s secrets that subdue the fiamC, 

The wave,—to ply a simple tribe with these. 

Took Hakeem ? 

And I feel this first to-day 1 * 

Does the day break, is the hour immment 
When one deed, when my whole life’s deed, piy deed 
Must be accomplished ? Hakeem ? Why the God 
Shout, rather, ** Djabal, Youssof s child, thought slain 
“ Woith his whole race, the Druses’ Sheikhs, this Prefect 
“ Endeavoured to extirpate—saved, a child. 

Returns from traversing the world, a man, 

** Able to take revenge, lead back the march 
** To Lebanon ”—so shout, and who gainsays ? 

But now, because delusion mixed itself 
Insensibly with this career, all’s changed I 
Have 1 brought Venice to afford us convoy ? 
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True—but my jugglings wrought that 1 ” Put I heart 
Into our people where no heart linked?—“ Ah, 

** What cannot an impostor do ! ” 

Not this * 

Not do this which l^do ! Not bid, avaunt 
Falsehood ! Thou shall not keep thy hold on pie ! 

*—Nor even get a hold on me ! 'Tis now— 

This day—hour—minute—’tis as here I stand 
On the accursed threshold of the Prefect, 

That 1 am found deceiving and deceived ! 

And now what do I ?—Hasten to the few 
Deceived, ere they deceive the many—shout, 

As I profi'sscd, I did believe myself • 

Say, Druses, had you seen a butchery— 

If Ayooh, K.irshook saw-Maaiu there 

-Must tell you how I saw my father sink ; 

My Jnother’s arms twine still about my neck ; 

I hear my brother’s shriek, here’s yet the scar 
Of what was meant for my own death-blow—say, ' 

If you had woke like me, grown year by year 
Out of the tumult in a far-off cl line, 

Would it be wondrous such delusion grew ? 

I walked the world, asked help at every hand ; 

Came help or no ? Not this and this ? Which helps 
When I returned with, found the Prefect here, 

The Druses here, all here but Hakeem’s self, 

Tlie Khalif of the thousand prophecies, 

Reserved for such a juncture,—could I call 
My mission aught but Hakeem’s ? Promised Hakeem 
More than performs the Djabal—you absolve ? 

—Me, you will never shame before the crowd 
Yet happily ignorant?—Me, both throngs surround 
The few deceived, the many unabused, 

-^Who, thus surrounded, slay for you and them 
The Prefect, lead to Lebanon 1 No Khalif, 

But Sheikh once more ! Mere Djabal—not. . . • 
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Enter Khaltl hastily, 

Kha, —God Hakeem ! 

’Tis told * The whole Druse nation knows thee, Hakeem, 
As we ! and mothers lift on high their babes 
Who seem aware, so glisten their greak eyes, 

Thou hast not failed us; ancient brows are proud ! 

Our Elders could no', earlier die, it seems. 

Than at thy coming 1 The Druse heart is thine 1 
Take it! my Lord and theirs, be thou adored ! 

\Astde.'\ Adored !—but I renounce it utterly ! 
Kha, Already are they instituting choirs 
And dances to the Khalif, as of old 
’Tis chronicled thou bad’st them. 

Dja, [Ast{ie,'\ I abjure it 1 

’Tis not mine—not for me ! 

. /CAa. Why pour they wine 

Flavoured like honey and bruised mountain herbs ? 

Or wear those strings of sun-dried cedar-fruit ? 

Oh—lei me tell thee—Esaad, we supposed 

Doting, is carried forth, eager to see 

The last sun rise on the Isle—he can see now ! 

The shamed Druse women never wept before : 

They can look up when we reach home, they say. 

Smell!—Sweet cane, saved in Lilith's breast thus long— 
Sweet!—it grows wild in Lebanon, And I 
Alone do nothing for thee ! 'Tis iny office 
Just to announce what well thou know'st—but thui» 

Thou bidshme. At this selfsame moment tend 
The, Prefect, Nuncio, and the Admiral 
Hither, by their three sea-paths—nor forget 
Who were the trusty watchers !—Thou forget? ^» 

Like me, who do forget that Anael bade. . . . 

jya, [Asaie,] Ay, Anael, Anael—is that said at last? 
Louder than all, that would be said, 1 knew 1 
What does abjuri^ mean, confessing mean, 

To the people ? Till that woman crossed my path. 
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On went I, solely for my people’s sake: 

I saw her, and I first saw too myself, 

And slackened pace : “ if I should prove indeed 
Hakeem—with Anacl by I ’* 

ICha, [AstdeJ\ Ah, he is rapt 1 

Dai e I at such a moment break on him 
1 vcn to do my sister’s bidding ? Yes ! 

The eyes are Djabal’s, and not Hakeem’s yet! 

Though but till 1 have spoken this, perchance. 

Dja, [Aside,] To yearn to tell her, and yet have 
no one 

Great heart’s-word that will tell her ! I could gasp 
Doubtless one such word out, and die ! 

[A/^ied.] You said 

That Anael . . . 

. . . Fain would see thee, speak with thee, 
ilefoie thou change, discard this Djabal’s shape 
She knows, for Hakeem’s shape she is to know : 
Something’s to say that will not from her mind ; 

I know not what—“ Let him but come ! ” she said. 

My nation—all my Druses—how 

fare they ? 

Those I must save, and suffer thus to save, 

Hold thiy their ^sts? Wait they their Khalif too? 

A7ia,^ All at tne signal pant to flock around 
That banner pf a brow ! 

* Djk^ [Aside,] And when they flock, 

Confess them this—and after, for reward,' 

Be chased with bowlings to her feet perchance ? 

—Have the poor outraged Druses, deaf and blind. 
Precise me there—forestall my story, there— ^ 

Tell it in mocks and jeers— 

I lose myself! 

^Vho needs a Hakeem to direct him now ? 

I need the veriest child—wl^ not this child ? 

[ Turning abruptly to Khai II.. 
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You are a Druse too, Khalil; you were nourished 
Like Anael with our mysteries: if she 
Could vow, so nourished, to love only one - 
Who should revenue the Druses, whence proceeds 
Your silence? Wherefore made you no essay. 

Who thus implicitly ean execute 

My bidding ? Whal have I done, you could not ? 

Who, knowing more than Anael the prostration 
Of our once lofty iTihe, tlie daily life 
Of this detcsteil . . . 

Does he come, you say, 

This Prefect? All’s in readiness? 

Kha, The sword, 

The sacred robe, the Khalif’s mystic tiar. 

Laid up so long, are all disposed beside 
The Prefect’s chamber. 

Dja. —Why did you despair ? 

Kha, I know our Nation’s state ? Too surely know, 
As thou, who speak’st to prove me ! Wrongs like ours 
Should wake revenge: but when I sought the wronged 
And spoke,—“ The Prefect stabbed your son—arise ! 

** Your daughter, while you starve, eats shameless bread 
“ In his pavilion—then, arise !”—my speech 
Fell idly—’twas, “ Be silent, or worse fare ! 

'‘Endure, till time’s slow cycle prove coftiplete I 
“ Who may’st thou be that takest on thee to thti^st* ' 
“Into this peril—art thou Hakeem r” No ! 

Only a mission like thy mission renders 

All these obedient at a breath, subdues 

Their private passions, brings their wills to one t 

Dja. You think so ? 

Kha. Even now—when they have witnessed 

Thy miracles—^had I not threatened them 
With Hakeem’s vengeance, they would mar the whole> 
And lie ere this, each with his special prize, 

Safe in his dwelling, leaving our main hope 
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To perish I No ! When these have kissed thy feet 
At l^banon, the Past purged off, the Present 
Clear,—for the Future, even Hakeem’s mission 
May end, and I perchance, or any youth. 

Can rule them thus renewed.—I talk to thee I 

And wisely. (He is Anael’s brother, pure 
' As Anael’b self.) Go say, I come to her. 

Haste ! I will follow' you. [Khalil 

Oil, not confess 

To these—the blinded multitude—confess, 

Before at least the fortune of my deed 
Half authorize its means I Only to her 
Let me confess my fault, who in my path 
Curled up like incense liom a mage-king’s tomb 
\\hcn he would have the wayfarer descend 
Tliro’ the earth’s rift and lake hid treasure up. 

AVhen should my first child’s-carelessness have stopped 
If not when I, whose lone youth hurried past 
Letting each joy ’scape for the Dru'ses* sake, 

At length recovered in one Druse all joys ? 

Were her brow brighter, her eyes richer, still 
Would I confess I On the gulfs verge I pause. 

How could I slay the Prefect, thus and thus ? 

Anael, be mine to guard me, not destroy ! [Goes, 

Enter Anael, and Maani, who is assisting to arrajf her 
• $ in the ancient dress of the Druses, 

An, Those saffron-vestures of the tabret-girls 1 
Comes Djabal, think you ? 

Mcm, Doubtless Djabal comes. 

An, Dost thou snow-swathe thee kinglier, Leban^on, 
That! in my dreams?—Nay, all the tresses off 
'Idy fbrehead-^look I lovely so ? He says 
That I atn lovely. 

Matt, Lovely f nay, that hangs 

Awry. 
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* An* You tell me how a khandjar hangs? 

The sharp side, thus, along the heart, see, marks 
The maiden of our class. Are you content 
For Djabal as foi me ? « 

Maa. Content, my cliild. 

An. Oh, mothei. tell me more of him. He comes 
on now—tell mo' e, fill up my soul with him ! 

Maa. And did I not . . . yes, surely . , . tell you 
all ? 

An. What will be changed in Djabal when the Change 
Arrives? Which feature? Not his eyes 1 
Maa. *Tjs writ, 

Our Hakeem’s eyes rolled fire and clove the dark 
Superbly. 

An. Not his eyes ! His voice perhaps ? 

Yet that’s no change; for a grave current lived 
—Grandly beneatli the surface ever lived, 

That, scattering, broke as in live silver spray 

While . . . ah, the bliss ... he would discourse to me 

In that enforced, still fashion, word on word ! 

’Tis the old current which must swell thro’ that, 

For what least tone, Maani, could I lose ? 

’Tis surely not his voice will change I 

—Il Ha^ccm 

Only stood by ! If Djabal, somehow, passed 
Out ot the radiance as from out a robe; 

Possessed, but was not it! ' 

• He lived with you ? 

W<jill—and that morning Djabal saw me first 
And heard my vow never to wed but one 
Who saved my People—on that day . . . proceeji 1 ‘ 

Maa. Once more, then : from the time of his return , 
In secret, changed so since he left the Isle 
That I, who screened our Emir’s last of sons, 

This Djabal, from the Prefect’s massacre , 

—Who bade him ne’er forget Ac child he was, 



THE RETURN OF THE DRUSES. 21 


—Who drcAmpd so long the youth he might become— 

I knew not in the man that t hild ; the man 
Who spoke alone of hopes to save our tribe, 
llow he had gone from land to land to save 
Our tribe—allies were sure, nor foes to die ad ; 

And much he mused, days, nights, alone he mused ; 

But never till tliat day when, pile and worn 
As by a persevering woe, he cried 
“ Is there not one Druse left me?”—And I showed 
The way to Khalil’s and your hiding place 
From the abhorred e>e of the Prefect here, 

So that he saw you, hcaid )ou speak—till then, 

Never did he announce—(how the muon seemed 
To ope and shut, the while, abovt us both ’) 

—His mission was the mission pionnscd us — 

The cycle h id levolved—ill things renewing, 

Jle was lost Hakeem clothed in flesh to le id 
His children home anon, now veiled to woik 
Great purposes—the Diuses now would ch inge 

Ah. And they have changed ^ And obstacles did sink, 
4nd furtherances rose ' And round his foi m 
Played fire, and music beat her angel w mgs I 
My people, let me more rijoice, oh, more 
For yefu than for myself» Did I but w atch * 

Afax the pageant, feel our Khalif pass, 

,Ong of the throng, how proud were I—tho* ne’er 
Singled by Djabal’s glance * But to be chosen 
TIis own from all, the most his own of all. 

To be exalted with him, side by side 
Lead the exulting Druses, meet . . . ah, how 
Worthily meet the maidens who await 
Ever beneath the cedars—how deserve 
This honor, in their e>es ? So bright are they 
That saffron-vestured sound the tabrets there— 

The girls who throng there m my dreams ! One hour 
And all IS over: how shall I do aught 
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(That may deserve next hour’s exalting ?—How ?— 

\Sueidcuiy to MaanI. 

Mother, I am not worthy of him ! 1 read it 
Still in his eyes 1 He stands as if to tell me 
I am not, yet forbears ! Why else revert 
To one theme ever ?—how mere human gifts 
SufEce him in myM If—whose worship fades, 

Wliose awe goes ever off at his appioacli, 

As now, that when he comes . . . 

Ij4s Djabal enters.^ Oh, why is it 

I cannot kneel to you ? 

J^ja. Rather, ’tis I 

Should kneel to you, my Anael! 

Ah. Even so ! 

For never seem you—sh.iU I speak the truth ?— 

Never a God to me ! Tis the Man's hand, 

Eye, voice ! Qh, do you veil these to our people, 

Or but to me ? To them, I think, to them ! 

And brightness is their veil, shadow—my tiulh ! 

You mean that I should ne^c^ kneel to you 
—So I will kneel! 

Dja. \preventin^ her.'\ No—no! 

[dcelin^ the khandjar as he raises her. 
, Ha, have you chosen . . . 

An. The khandjar with our ancient garb. But, Djabal, 
Change not, be not exalted yet! give lime 
That 1 may plan more, perfect more My blood 
Beats—beats! 

[Aside.] O must I then—since Lojr’s leaves us 

Never to come again, renew in me 
Those doubts so near effaced already—must 
I needs confess them now to Djal>al ?—Own 
That when 1 saw that stranger—heard his voice, 

My faith fell, and the woeful thought flashed fir^ 

That each effect of Djabal’s presence, taken 
For proof of more than human attributes 
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In him, by me wl^ose heart at his approach 

fast, whose brain while he wis by swam round, 

W hose soul at his departure died away, 

—That every such cnect might ha\ e been wrought 
In others’ frames, Llio’ not in mine, by Loys 
Or any merely mortal presence ? Doubt 
Is fading fast; shall I reveal it now ? 

How can I be rewarded presently. 

With doubt unexpiatcd, undisclosed ? 

Z^a [j4side ] Avow the truth ? I cannot * In what 
words 

Avow that all she loves in me is false ? 

—Which yet has seivcd that flowei like love of hers 
To climb by, like the clint,mg gourd, and clasp 
With its divmest wtiUh of leaf and bloom 
Could I take down the prop vvoik, in itself 
So vik, yet interlaced and overlaid 
With painted cups and fruitage- might these still 
Bask in the sun, unconscious their own strength 
Of matted stalk and ttndnl had rcpl iced 
The old support thus silently withdrawn t 
But no ; the beauteous fabric crushe:> too 
*Tis not for my sake but for Anael s sake 
I leavfi her soul this ITiktcm whcie it Icnns > 

Oh, could 1 vaiiish from the n—cjuil tlic Isle * 

^ Ai^ yet—a thought comes here my w ork is done 
At every point; the Druses must return— 

Have convoy to their birth pi ice back, whoe’er 
The leader be, myself or any Diuse— 

Venice is pledged to that. ’tis for myself, 

For my own vengeance in the Prefect’s death, 
t stay now, not £r them—to slay or spare 
The Prefect, whom imports it save myself? 

He cannot bar their p^age from the Isle ; 

What wbuld his death be but my own reward ? 

Theni mine I will forego. It is foregone ! 
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Let him escape with all my House’s bipod I 
Ere he can reach land, Djabal disappears, 

And Hakeem, Anael loved, shall, fresh as first, 

Live in her memory, keeping her sublime 
Above the world- She cannot touch that woild 
By ever knowing u)iat I truly am, 

Since Lo}s,—of m;i ikind the only one 
Able to link my present u ith my past, 

My life in Europe with my Island life, 

Thence, able to unmask me,—I’v'c disposed 
Safely at last at Rhodes, and . . . 

Enh } Kiialii. 

A///T. Lo^s greets I hoc ! 

Dja. Lo>s ? To drag ino hack ? It cannot he ! 

An, [Ai/f/e.] Lojs ! -\h, doubt may not be stifled so ! 

A’jia, Can I have erred that thou so ga/est ? ^'es, 

I told thcL not, m the glad pi ess of lichiigs 
Of higher import, Loys is returned 
Before the Ihefect, with, if possible, 

Twice the hght-heartedness of old. As though 
On some inauguration he expects, 

To-day, the world’s fate hung ! 

A>/a, —And a f ^ f >r me' ? 

A7/a. Thou knowest all thmg ! Thee in chief he 
greet.s. 

But every Druse of us is to be happj 
At his arm Oil, he declares : were Li \s 
Thoiu Master, he could have no uidcr soul 
To take us in with. How 1 luve that Loys ! 
w Dja, [Aside,1 Shame winds me with her tether round 
and round ! 

An. [Asti/^.] Loys? I lake the Inal! il is meet. 

The little I can do, be done ; that faith, 

All I can ofter, want no perfecting 

Which my own act may compass. Aye, this, way 
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\1I may go well, nor that ignoble doubt 
Rl chased by other aid than mine Advance 
C lose to my tear, weigh Lo)s with my Lord, 

The mortal s w ith the more than mortal’s gitis * 

Dja [ istdt ] Befcre, there were so few deceived * and 
now 

Tiieic s doubtless not one least Diuse m the Isle 
Rut (having learned m) superhuman el inns. 

And calling me Ins Khalif CfOd) will cl ish 
The whole truth out from I ojs at fiist woid ’ 

Ink I o>s, for his part, will hold me up, 

\\ 111 a 1 rank s unim igin il le scorn 
Of s ich imposture, to m> pe pie s eves ' 

( i Id I but hold him 1 mger yet iw I lie 
1 i m them imusc him hcit until I phn 
1 It w he ind I at c nee may It ivc ll Isle ? 

Khalil I cannot put with fiom ni} ide— 

M\ only help m this emeigcn > 
riieie s Vnael ' 

lit 1 Itj e > ou ^ 

P/i ( \nael—none but she 0 

I Jo Vn \li J I piss s nc minutes in the chambei theie, 
Lie 1 see Lo> you shall speak with him 
Until i join you Kh ilil follows me 
An [Asi it"] Vs I divined he bids me save myseli, 
Ofiers me a pre bvti n—I accept ’ 

*Lerme see Lovs * 

/ojts [zvi/A lit J Dj ibal * 

An [Aside ] fis his voice 

The smooth Frank trifler with our pcoj^le s wrongs, 

The self complacent bo) inquirer, loud 
On this and tWt inflicted tyrann), 

—^Aught serving to parade an igntrance 
Of how wrong feels, inflicted ' Let me close 
With what I viewed it distance , let myself 
Probe this delusion to the coic I 
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Dja, comes 1 

Khalil, along with me ! while Anael wails 
Till I rdum once more—and but once more 1 


ACT III. 

Anall ani Lovs. 

Aft, Here leave me ! Here I wait another. *Twas 
For no mad protCbtation of a love 
Like this you say possesses you, I came. 

I..ove—how piotest a love I dare not feel? 

Mad words may doubtless have escaped me—you 
Are here—I only feci you here ! 

An. No nioie ! 

Loys. But once again, whom could you love ? I daic, 
Alas, say nothing of myself, who am 
A Knight now, f(>r when Knighthood we embrace, 

Love we abjure : so speak on safely—spe.ik. 

Lest I speak, and betray my faith so ! Sine 
To say your breathing passes thro’ me, changes 
My blood to spirit, and my spirit to you, ^ 

As Heaven the s.ici ificer’s wint to it— 

This IS not to protest my love ? You said 
You could love one . . . 

An, , One only ’ We are bent 

To ^^rth—who raises up my tribe, 1 lo\e ; 

The Prefect bows us—who remo\es him ; we 
Have ancient rights—who gives them back to us, 

I love.—Forbear me ! Let my hand go I 

Loys, Him 

You could love only ? Where is Djabal ? Stay! 

[Aside.'] Yet wherefore stay ? Who does this but myself? 

Had I apprized her that I come to do 

Just this, what more could she acknowledge ? No 1 
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She sees into my heart’s core: what is it 

Feeds either cheek with i'ed, as June some rose ? • 

Why turns she from me ? Ah fool, over-fond 
To dream I could call up . . . 

. . . WTiat ne\er dream 

Yet feigned ! ’Tis love ! Oh Anael, speak to me ! 
Djabal 1 

j4n. Seek Djabal by the Prefect’s chamber 
At noon! . paces the room. 

Lays, [AstWe.l And am I not the Prefect now ? 

Is it my fate to be the only one 

Able to win her love, the only one 

Unable to accept hei love ? The Past 

Breaks up beneath my fooling : came I here 

This morn as to a slave, to set hti free 

And take her thanks, and then sjxnd da> by day 

Content beside her in the Isle ? hat works 

This knowledge in me now ! I ler e} e has broken 

The faint disguise away ; for Anaol’s sake 

I left the Isle, foi her espoused the cause 

Of the Druses, all for her I thought, till now. 

To live without! 

—As I must live ! To-day 
Ordaihs me Knight, forbids me—never shall 
Forbid me to profess myself, heart, arm, 

^Tly soldier! 

An, Djabal you demanded, comes ! 

Zoys, [AsrWe.] What wouldsl thou, Loys? See him ^ 
Nought beside 

Is wanting : I have felt his voice a spell 
From first to last* lie brought me here, made known 
The Druses to me, drove me hence to seek 
Redress for them; and shall I meet him now, 

When nought is wanting but a word of his, 

To—what ?—^^duce me to spurn hope, faith, pride, ^ 
Honor away,^to cast my lot among 
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Ills tribb, become a proverb in men's mouths, 

Breaking my high pact of conipaniont»hip 
With those who graciously bestowed on me 
The very opportunities I turn 
Against them. 

L t me not sec Djabal now ! 

An, The Prefect also conies ! 

Lays. \_Aside. ] IJini let me see, 

Not Djabal I Him, degraded at a word, 

To please me,—to attest belief in me— 

And, after, Djabal! Yes, ere I return 
To her, the Nuncio’s vow ahall have destroyed 
This heart’s rebellion, and coerced this will 
For ever. 

Anael, not before the vows 
Iiicvocably fix me . . . 

Let me fly ! 

The Prefect, or I lose myself for ever ! f Goes, 

An, Yes, I am calm now ; just one way rcm.iinb— 
One, to attest my faith in him : for, sec, 

I were quite lost else: Lo>s, Djabal, stand 
On eithe»' side—two men ! I Iwlancc* looks 
And words, give Djabal a man’s preference, 

No more. In Djabal, Hakeem is absoibcd ! i 
And for a love like this, the God who saves 
My race, selects me for his bride ' One way I 

i Enter Djadm,. 

’'DJa, \to himself,'\ No moment is to waste, then; ’tts 
resolved 1 

If Khalil may be trusted to lead back 
The Druses, and if Loys can be lured 
Out of the Isle—^if 1 piocure his silence. 

Or promise never to return at least,— ’ 

Airs over I Even now my baik awaiis— 

Preach the next wild islet and the next, * 
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And lose myself beneath the sun for ever 1 
And now, to Anael I 
jln Dj ibal, I am thine I 

Dja Mine ? Djabal s ?—As if Hakeem had not been ? 
Aft Not Djabal s ? S ly hrbt, do you read my thoughts ? 
W hy need I speak, if } ou can read my thoughts ? 

Dja I do not, 1 h ive said a thousand times 
An (My secret’s safe, 1 shall surpnse him >et *) 
Djibal, I knew your st cret from the first 
D|abal, when first I saw you (by our poich 
^ ou leant, and pressed the tinkling \eil away, 

And one fringe fell behind >our neck—I see ') 

I knew you were not hum in, for 1 said 
“ This dim secluded h( use where the sea beats 
Is Heaxen to me —my people s huts arc Hell 
To them , this august form will f illow me, 

Mix. with the waxes his \oice will,—I haxc him , 

And they, the Prefect, Oh, my hippmess 
Rounds to the full w hether I choose or no ' 

His e^es met mine, he was ab >ut to speak, 

Ills hand grew damp—surcl> he meant to say 
He let me loxe him in that moment s bliss 
I shall forget iny people pine for home— 

They pass and ^hey rtpiss with pallid eyes ' ” 

I vowed at once a ceitain vtw , this vow— 

Npt to embrace you till my tribe was saxed 
TLnTbrace me * 

Dja \Apart ] And she loved me ' Nought remained 
But that' Nay, Anael, is the Prefect dead ? 

An Ah, you repioach me ' True, his death crowns 
all, 

1 know—or should know—and 1 would do much, 

Believe * but, death—Oh, you, who have known death, 
Would never doom the Prefect, were death fearful 
As we report * 


Death *—a fire curls withm us 



30 THE RETURN OF THE DRUSES. 


From the foot’s palm, and fills up to the brain. 

Up, out, then shatters the whole bubble-shell 
Of flesh, perchance I 

Death !—witness, I would die, 
Whate’er death be, would venture now to die 
For Khalil—for ISI. ni—what foi thee? 

Nay but embrace iul, Djabal, in assurance 
My vow W'ill not he broken, for I must 
Do something to atteat my faith in you, 

He woithy of you * 

Dja. [avoiding her. \ I come for that—to say 
Such an occasion is at hand : 'lis like 
I Icai’e you—that w'e part, niy Anael,—part 
h 01 ever I 

An. We part ? Just so ! I have succumbed,— 

I am, he thinks, unwoithy—and nought less 
Will serve than such appioval of my faith ! 

Then, we part not! Kein.iins theie no way short 
i)f that ? Oh, not that 1 

Death !—Vet a hurt bird 

Died in niy hands—its eyes filmed—“ Nay it sleeps” 

I said, “ will w'akc to-morrow well”—’twas dead ' 

Dja, I stand here and time fleets. Anael—I come 
To bitl a last farewell to you : perhaps • 

We never meet again—but, ere the Prefect 
Aiiive . . . 

w 

^ Enter Khalil breathlessly, 

Kha. Ile’-s here ! The Prelect 1 Twenty guards, 

No more—no sign he dreams of dangei—all 
Awaits thee only—Ayoob, Karshook, keep 
Their posts—wait but the deed’s accomplishment 
To join us with thy Druses to a man I 
Still holds Ins course the Nuncio—near and near 
The fleet from Caiidia’s steering 1 
£>ja. [Aside,] All U lost 1 
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—Or won ? 

Kha, And I have laid the sacred robes, 

The sword, the head-liar, at the porch—the place 
Commanded—Thou wilt hear the Prefect’s tiumpet. 

Dja. I'hen 1 keep Anael,—him then, past recal, 

I slay—’tis forced on me ! As I began 
I must conclude—so Ijc it I 

Kha, For the lest 

(Save Loys, our ffw’*' solitary sword) 

All IS so safe that ... I will ne’er entreat 
Thy post again of thee—tho’ danger’s none. 

There must be glory only meet for thee 
In slaying the Prefect! 

An. And ’tis now that Djabal 

Would leave me !—in the glory meet for him ! 

DjU. As gloiy, I would yield the deed to you. 

Or any one ; what peril there may be, 

I keep. [Afide.} All things conspire to hound me on ! 
Not now, iny soul, draw Imck, at least! Not now ! 
The course is plain, howe’er obscure all else— 

Once ofier this tremendous sacrifice. 

Prevent what else will be irreparable. 

Secure these transcendental helps, regain 
The Cedars — then let all dark clear itscll! 


1 slay him ! 

Kha. Anael, and no part for us ! 

Dja.] Hast thou possessed her w’llh . . . 

Dja, \to An.] Whom speak you to? 

What is it you behold there ? Nay, this smile 
Turns stranlger—shudder you ? The man must die. 

As thousands of our race have died thro’ him. 


One blow, and I discharge his weary soul 
From the fiesh that pollutes it—let him fill 
Stjcai^t some new expiatory form, of earth 
Or sea, the reptile, or some a^ry thing— 
What is there in his death ? 
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% Aft* My brother said, 

Is there no port in it for us ? 

Dja, For Khalil,— 

The trumpet will announce the Nuncio’s entiy; 

Here, 1 shall find I he Prefect hastening 
In the Pavilion to r‘'ceive him—^here, 

I slay the Prefect; meanwhile Ayoob leads 
I’he Nuncio with his guards within —once these 
Secured in the outer liall, bid Ayoob bar 
Entry or egress till I give the sign 
Which waits the landing of the argosies 
You will announce to me ; this double sign 
Tliat justice is jierforiiied and help arnveil, 

When Ayoob shall receive, but not beloie, 

I^et him throw ope the palace doois, admit 
The Druses to behold tl.eir tyrant, eie 
We leave for ever this detested spot. 

Go, Khalil, hurry all—no pause—no pause ! 

Whirl on the dream, secure to wake auou ! 

Kha, What sign ? and who the bearer ? 

Dja. Who shall show 

My ling, admit lo Ayoob—How she stands ! 

1 lave 1 not ... I must Itavc some task for her. 

Anacl! not that way ! ’Tis the Prefect’s chamber 1 
Anael, keep you the ring—give you the sign 1 
(It holds her safe amid the stir)— Yox} will . 

Be faithful ? 

Ah. [taking the ring.’\ I would fain be worthy of you I 

[ Trumpet without. 

Kf&t. He comes ! 

Dja. And I too come ! 

An. One word, but one! 

Say, shall you be exalted at the deed ? 

Then ? On the mstant ? 

Dja. I exalted ? What ? 

He, there—we, thus-^ur wrongs revenged—our tribe ' 
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Set fiee—Oh, thftii shall I, assure yourself. 

Shall you, shall each of us, be m his death 
^Exalted 1 

He is here ! 

Dja. -'Vway—away ! [ go, 

Rui€i‘ the PREFrci wztk Guards and EoYs, 

7'ke Prefect, [to Guaids.] Back, I say, to the galley 
every guard ! 

Tliat’s my sole care now ; see each bench retains 

Its complement of rowers ; I embaik 

O’ the instant, since this Knight will have it so, 

Alas me ! Could you have the heait, my Eoys ? 

[7i» a Guard ivko whispe7's.\ Oh, bring the holy Nuncio 
here foithwith ! f The Guards 

T.oys, a rueful sight, confess, to see 
The grey discarded Prefect leave his post, 

With tears i’ the eye ! So you are Prefect now ? 

You depose me—you succeed me? ITa, ha ! 

Lays. And dare you laugh, whom laughter less be¬ 
comes 

Than yesterday’s forced meekness we beheld . . . 

Pref . . . When you so eloquently pleaded, I*nys, 

For nty dismissal from the post ? -Ah, meek 
With cause enough, consult the Nuncio else ! 
j^Vn|ji wish him the like meekness—^for so staunch 
A servant of the church can scarce have bought 
1 lis share in the Isle, and paid for it, hard pieces ! 

You’ve my successor to condole with, Nuncio ! 

1 shall be safe by then i’ the galley, Loys ! 

Lays, Y*^ou make as you would tell me you rejoice 
To leave your scene of . . . 

Pret* Trade in the dear Druses 

Blood and sweat traifiFic ? Spare what yesterday 
We had enough of! Drove I in the Isle 
A profitable game ? Learn wit, my son, 

- 4 
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- Which you’ll need shortly ! Did it never breed 
Suspicion in you^ all was not pure piollt, 

When I, the insatiate . . . and so forth . . . was ben^ 
On liaving a partaker in my rule ? 

Why (hd I yield this Nuncio half the gain. 

If not that I migiu also shift . . . what on him ? 

Half of the peril, .^oys ! 

Ij>ys. Peril ? 

Pref, Hark you ! 

I’d lo\e you if you’d let me—this for reason, 

You save my life at price of . . . well, say risk 
At least, of yours. I came a long time since 
To the Isle ; our Hospitallers bade me tame 
These savage wizardand reward myself— 
l^oys. The Knights w ho so repudiate your crime ? 

Pref, Loys, the Knights ! wc doubtless understood 
Each other ; as (or trusting reward 
P^om any frientl beside myself . . . No, no ! 

I clutched mine on tlie spot, when iL was sweet, 

And I had taste for it, I felt these wizards 
Alive—was sure they were not on me, only 
When I was on tliem : but with age comes caution i 
And stinging plcasuus please less and sting more. 

Year by year, fear by fear ! The girls were brigl/ter, 
Than ever (’faith, there’s yet one Anael left, 

I set my hcait upon—Oh, piitlice, let 
That brave new sword lie still —^These joys l^okl:d 
blighter, 

But silenter the town, loo, as I passed. 

With this alcove’s delicious memories 
Began to mingle visions of gaunt fathers, 

I^uick-eycd sons, fugitives from the mine, the oar, 
Stealing to catch me; brief, wlicn I began 
To quake with fear—(I think I hey the Chapter 
Solicited to let me leave, now all 
Worth staying for was gamed and gone !)—I say, 
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Just when for the remainder of my life 
All methods of escape seemed lost—that then 
Up should a young hot-headed Loys spring, 

Talk very long and loud, in fine, compel 
The Knights to break their whole arrangement, have me 
Home for pure shame—fiom this safehuld of mine 
Where but ten thousand Druses seek my life, 

To my wild place of banislnnent, San Gincs 
By Murcia, wheic my three fat manors lying, 

Purchased by gams hcic and the Nuncio's gold, 

Are all I have to guard me,—that such fortune 
Should fall to me, I hardly could expect! 

Theicfore, I say, I’d love you ! 

/,ejr. Can it be ? 

I play intg y{'iir hands then ? Oh, no, no I 
The Venerable Chapter, the Great Order 
Sunk o’ the sudden into fiends of the pil ? 

But 1 will back—will yet unveil you ! 

Prf/. Me? 

To wlumi ^—perhaps Sir Galeas, who in Chapter 
Shook his wliite head thrice—and some dozen times 
My hand this morning shook, for \alue paid 
To that Italian Saint, Sir Co'jirio?— 

Indignant at my WTinging ycai by year 
A thous.ind be/ants from the coral-divers, 

As you icrountcd ; felt he not aggrieved? 

^£•11 might he—I allowed for his half-shaie 
Merely one hundred ! To Sir . . . 

Ziy'r. See ! you d.are 

Inculpate the wliole Older; yet should I, 

A youth, a sole voice, have tJic pow'er to change 
Their evil wa), had they been firm in it ? 

Answer me ! 

/Vig/; Oh, the son of Bretagne’s Duke, 

And* that son’s wealth, the father’s influence, too, 

And the young arm, w'e’ll even say, my Loys, 
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—The feai of losing or clivtiting these 
Into another channel, by gainsaying 
A novice too aliruptly, could not influence 
Th'“ Order ’ \ on might ]oin, for aught they cared. 

Their red-c to^ ii\als of the Temple ! Well, 

I thank >ou foi ny pail, at all c^ents I 

Stay here till Lli< y withdiaw you ! Vou'll inhabit 

This palace —sleep, perchance, in this ako'i e, 

Where now I go to meet our holy fiicnd : 

Good 1 and now disbehe\e me if you tan • 

This is the fiist time foi long yeais I enter 

Thus Hfrarl without feeling just as if I lifted 

The lid up of my tomb ! 

1 oys. Tlicy sliaic his ciinie ! 

Cfod's punishment will ovei lake you yet! • 

Ptef* Thank you it dots not! Paidon this last flash : 
I bear a sober \isage piesently 
With the disinleiestcd Nuncio hcic - 
His purchase-money sale at Muku loo ! 

Let me repeat—for the lust lime, iuj cli night 
Coming as from a sepulchre salutes me. 

Wlicn v\e next uu el, this folly ina> ha\e passed, 

Wee’ll hope—Ha, ha ! [ iioei> ihfo' the <7/;vn. 

I.oys. Assiiie ni«* hul . . . he’s f'niie * 

lie could not he ! Then wh il h ne I e-^raped ' 

I, who have so lugh guen up h 'ijpiness 

For ever, to he hnktd wilh him old them ! * 

Oh, oppoitunest ofclisco\tiRs ! [ 

Their Kmghl? I lUltrly lenounic them all ! 

Hark ! What, he meets by this the Nuncio ? yes 
The same hyciena groaii-like laiightci ! Quick— 

To Djal>al! I am one of them at last, 

Those simple-hearted Druses— Anacl’s tribe ! 

Djabal 1 She's mint at ast—Djabal, 1 say !— \Coes, 
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ACT 

Enter Dj \ 15 \7. 

Dja, Let me IjuI shi) the riefed —The CMid now ! 
To-morrow will be time enough to pry 
Into the incAns 1 look : siitlice, they bcrved, 

Ignoble at. they were, to hurl re\enge 

True to its object. ( Stcuii^ /he dispose L 

. . . JNlinc should never so 
Have hurried to accuiiijjlishmcnt ’ Thee, Djab.il, 

Far other moods befitted ! Calm the Rolje 
Should clothe this doom’s awardei ’ ^ 

\T(tknig /he robe ] SIiLill I dure 

Assume my nation's J^obe ? I am lU least 
A Druse again, chill Furojic’s polic) 

Drops from me — I dare lake ihe Robe. Why not 
The Tiat? I rule the Druses, and what more 
Betokens it than rule?— yet—^ct— 

\/.(zr? do’ivn the '1 tar, 
lEootiteps in ihe ah (n't . J He comes ! yj'aktng the izuord. 
If the sword serves, let the Tuir he ! So, feet 
Clogged with the blood of twenty years can fall 
Thus lightly ! Round me, all ye ghosts ! He'll lift . . . 
Which arm to push the anas wide ?—or both ? 

Stab from the neck down to the heart—there stay ! 

]N4!lr fte comes—nearer—tlie ne\L footstep ! Now' ! 

\^As he dashes a^ide the atra:^, Axalj, is discovered. 
Ha! Anael ! Nay, my Anael, can it be? 

Heard you the trumpet? I must sUy him here, 

And here you nun all. Why speak you not ? 

Anael, the Prefect comes! [Anael 'tctcanis.'\ So late 
to feel 

’Tisnot a sight for you to look upon ? 

A moment’s work—but such woik ! Till you go, 

I must be idle—idle, I risk all! 

\_Pointing to her hair. 
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Those locks are well, and }ou are beauteous thus, 

But with the dagger his, I have to do ! 
j4n. With mine ! 

Dja. Blood—Anael? 

Djabal—his thy deed ! 
It must l)e —I had Hoped to claim it mine — 

Be worthy thee—but I must needs ccmless 

’Twas not I, but th)sclt . . . nut I have . . Djabal! 

Speak to me ! 

£>ja. Oh my punishment! 

An, Sj)c.ik to me ! 

While I can speak—touch me—despite the blood ! 

When the commaml passed from thy soul to mine, 

I ^^ent, file leading me, nuittenng ol thee, 

And the approaching exaltation,—make 
One saciihce ! T said,—and he sale there, 

Ifade me approach ; and, as 1 did appioach, 

Thy fire with music burst into my brain— 

*Twas but a moment’s work, thou saidsL—perchance 
It may li.ive been so ! well, it is thy deed ! 

ZJ/a. It is my deed ! 

A/i. His blood, all this ’—this 1 And . . - 

And more—sustain me, Djabal—wait imt—now 
Let fliish thy glory ! Change thyself and me 1 
It must be ! Ere the Druses fiu'-k to us ! 

At least confirm me ! Djabal—bh'od gushed foiih—' 

He was ojjr tyrant—but I looked he’d tall 
Prgne as asleep—why else is Death called sleep? 

Sleep ? He bent o’er his breast—’Tis sin, 1 know, 

Punish me, Djabal, but wilt thou let him ? 

Be it thou that punishest, not he—who creeps 
On Ins red breast—is here—’tis the small groan 
Of a child—no worse ! Bestow the new life, then ! 

Too swift it cannot be, loo strange, surpassing ! 

f Following him up ami dutVH. 
Now 1 Change us both 1 Change me and change thou 1 ^ 
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Dja. [siltks m his knees. ] Thus I 

Behold my change ! You have done nobly ! I !— 

An, Can Hakeem kneel i 

Dja. No Hiikeem, but mere Djabal I 

I have spoken falsely, and tins woe is come. 

No—hear me ero setirn blasts me ’ Once and ever, 

The deed is mine . . . Oh Ihink upon the Past i 

An, \to her self,'\ Did I strike once, or twice, or many 
times ? 

Dja. ... I came to lead my tribe where, bathed in 
glooms, 

Doth Bahumid the Rtiunalo. sltep — 

Anael, I saw my tribe --1 said, “ Without 
A miracle this cannot lie —I said 
“Be there a miracle !”—for J '-.lw you ’ 

An, Ills head lies south the portal ' 

Dja,. —Weighed with this 

The general good, how could I choose my own. 

What matter was my purity ot >>0111 ? 

Little by little I engaged myself— 

Heaven would accept me for its instrument, 

I hoped—I said, HeavLn had accepted me ! 

An, Is if this blood breeils dreams in me ?— Who said 
You w^re not Hakeem? and youi miracles— 

The fire that plays innocuous round your form ? 

# [Aj^arn changing^ her whole manner. 

Ah, thou wouldst try me- thou art Hakeem still! 

Dja. Woe—woe ! As if the Druses of the Mount 
(Scarce Arabs even there—hut here, in the Isle, 

Beneath their former selves) should compiehoiid 
The subtle lore of Europe ’ A few secrets 
That would not easily affect the meanest 
Of the crowd there, could wholly subjugate 
The, Ijest of our poor tribe ! Again that eye ? 

An, \cfter a pame springs to his netk.] Djabal, 
in this there can be no deceit! 
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"Why, Djalxil, \^ere you human only,—think, 

Maani is hut human, Khali) humdn, 

I.,oys is human even—did their words 
Haunt me, their looks puisne me ? Sh.imc on you 
So to have tried me ! Rather, shame on me 
So to need trying Could [, ^^^lh the rieicd 
And the blood, thtJe—could I see only you ? 

—Hang by your neck o\cr this gulf of blood ? 

Speak, I am saved ! Speak, Djabal ! I saved? 

Djabal slowly unclasps her armandpu/i her 
silently from him. 

Hakeem would save me ! Thou art l^jabal ! Crouch ! 
Tk^w to the dust, thou basest of our kind ' 

The pile of thee, I reared uji to the cloud - 
Full, midway, of our Fathers’ lrf>phied lomba, 

Rased on the living rock, devoured not by 
The unstable desert's laAVs of sand,—Jails prone ! 

Fire, music, ipienchecl: and imw thou best Iheie 
A rum, obs'^cnc creatures w ill moan thro’! 

—Let us come, l)jiLl)al! 

Dja, Whither come ? 

An, At once— 

Le^t so it grow intcjlerable. Come ' 

Will I not share it with thee ? Rest at unre ’ , 

So feel less pain ' Let them cieiide—thy tribe 
Now trusting in ihee,—Ia.)ys shall deride ’ ^ 

Come to them, hand in hand, with -ne ! 
jDja, . Wlicre come ? 

Aji. W’herc?—to the Druses ihou hast wronged 1 
Confess, 

Now that the end is gained—(I love thee now) 

That thou hast so deceived them—(perchance love thee 
Better than ever !) Come, receive Iheir doom 
Of infamy—(Oh, l>est of all I love thee ! 

Shame with the man, no triumph with the G(xl, 

Be mine 1) Conic ! 



THE RETURN OF THE DRUSES. 41 


Dja, Never ' more shame yol ? and why? 

Why ? You have called this deed mine—it is mine ! 

And with it I accept its circumstance. 

Tlow can I longer strive with Fate ? The Past 
Is past—my false shall henceforth show tnie— 

Tlear me : the argoMes touch land by this ; 

They bear us to fresh scenes and hapjner skies ; 

What if we reign together ?—if we keeji 
Our secret for the Druses'’ good ?—by means 
Of even their superstition, plant in them 
New life? I learn from Luropc . all wlm seek 
iNIan's good must awe iiiiUi, by siu li means as these. 

Wo two will be divine to thein- -we aic ' 

All great works 111 this wtirld spring from the ruins 
Of greater piojerts—t\er, on our (‘.irlli, 

Men block out babels, to build IJ.ibylons. 

I wrest the weapon from your hand ! I cl.inn 
The deed ! Retire ! You have my ring-- -}ou bar 
All access to the Nuncio till the forces 
jJ:''rom Venice land ! 

An. Thou wilt feign Hakeem then ^ 

Dja. the 'J'/at oh Jhiktcrit on head And 

from this moment that I dare ope wide 
Eyes tluLt till now refused to sec, begins 
My true dominion ! f(jr I 1 now myself 
i^jjd^hat I am to personate. No word ? 

[Anall^v^j. 

’Tis come on me at last! 11 is blood on lier- 

What memories will follow that I Her eye, 

Her fierce distorted lip and ploughed black brow- 

Ah, fool I Has Europe then so poorly tamed 
The Syrian blood from out thee ? Thou, presume 
To work in this foul earth by means not foul ? 

Scheme, as for Heav'-en,—hut, on the earth, l/e gUd 
If a least ray like Heaven’s be left ihcc ! 


Thu;> 
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I shill be calm—in readiness—no way 

Surprised. [A noise withoiU-. 

Tliis should be Khalil and my Druses I 
Venice is come tlicn I Thus I grasp thee, sword I 
Druses, *tis Hakecui saves you ! In ! Behold 
Your Prefect! 

Euier Loys. Djatjal hides the khandjar in kis robe. 

Lays, Oh, well found, Djabal!—but no lime for words. 
You know who w.iits there ? \^PotnUng to the alcove. 

Well '—ami that ’tis there 
He meets the Nuncio? AVell ! Now, a surprise— 

He there— 

Dja. I know— 

Loys. -is now' no mortal's lord. 

Is absolutely powerless—c.!!! him, dead — 

He IS no longer Prefect—you are Prelect ! 

Oh, shrink not! I do nothing in the dark, 

Nothing unworthy Bieton blood, believe ! 

I understood at once your urgency 

That I should leave this isle for Rhodes ; I felt 

What you were loath to speak —your need of help ; 

I have fulfilled the task, that earnestness 
Imposed on me ; have, face to hire, (onfiuntcd ' 

The Prefect m full Cha[)ter, charged on him 

The enormities of his hjng rule ; li- stood ' 

Mute, oflered no defence, no crime denied ; 

On which, I spoke of you, and of your tribe, 

Yodr faith so like our own, and all you’ve urged 
So oft to me—I spoke, too, of your goodness, 

Your patience—brief, I hold henceforth the Isle 
In charge, am nominally Prefect,—but you, 

You are associated in my rule— 

Are the true Prefect I Ay, such f.iith had they 

In my assurance of ytiur loyalty 

(For who insults an imbecile old man ?) 
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That wc assume the Prefecture this hour ! 

You gaze at me ! Hear greater wonders yet— 

I throw down all this fabric I have built! 

These Knights, I was prepared to worship . . . but 
Of that, another time ; what*s now to say, 

Is—I shall never be a Knight! Oh, Djabal, 

Here first I throw all prejudice aside, 

And call you brother I I din Druse like you ! 

My wealth, my friends, my pt^wer, arc wholly yours, 
Your people's, which is now my people—for 
There is a maiden of yfnir tribe, I love— 

She loves me—Khalil’s sister- 

Anael ? 

/uJj'S. Start you ? 

Seems what I say, unknightly ? Thus it chanced : 

When first I came, a novice, to the Isle . . . 

Enter one of the Nuncio’s Guards from the alcove. 

Guard, Oh, horrible I Sir Loys ! Here is Loys ! 

And here— | Others enter from the akove. 

[Pointing to Djabal.J Secure him, bind him—this is he ! 

\frkey surround Djabal. 
Loys^ Madmen—what is’t you do? Stand from my 
fiiend, 

An^tell me ! 

Thou ciinst have no part in tins— 

Surely no part —but slay him not! The Nuncio 
Commanded, Slay him not! 

Zoys, Speak, or . 

Guard, The Prefect, 

Lies murdered there by him thou dost embrace. 

Loys, By Djabal ? miserable fools ’ How Djabal? 

[a Guard kftK Djibal's robe ^ Djabat. fitn^s 
eknvtt- the hhand/ar. 

Loys, \after a ftztfse,] Thou hast received some insult 
worse than all — 
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Some outrage not to be endured— 

[Tff the Ciuards ] Stand back ' 

He is tviy friend--more thiin my friend ! Thou liast 
Slum him upon th^iL provocation ! 

Guard. No! 

No provocation ! fis .i long devised 
Conspiracy : the vMioIe tribe is in\olved : 
lie is then Khalif—’tis on that pretence— 

Their mighty Khalif who died long ago, 

And now is come to life and light again—- 
All IS just now revealed, I know not how, 

Ry one of his confederates—who, struck 
AVilh horror at this nnirclcr, fust apprized 
The Nnncio. As ’tw'as said, \vt find this Dj.ibal 
Here wheic we take him. 

J)ja. [-cA/t'iV’.] Who bloke f.iith with me^ 

Lays. [)j \HAT.] Ib ai'st tliou'* Speak' Till thou 
spe.ik, I keep oU these, 

Or die with thee. Deny Ibis sLoiy ' Thou 
A Khalif, an impostoi ^ I'hoii, my friend, 

Whose tale wiis (jf an inotiensive lace, 

With . . . but thou know'’st—on (hat talc’s truth I pledged 
My faith before the Chapter : what ait thou ? 

Dja. Loys, I am as thou has' Jieard. All’s true !' 

No more concealment' As thos'"* loll thee, all 
Was long since planned. Our Drui -'S are enough " 
To crush this handful * the \'^enetian^ land 
Even now m our behalf. Loys, wo pari here * 

Thou, serving much, would’st fain have served me more ; 
It might not oe. 1 thank thee. As thou heareslj 
We are a'separated tribe : farewell * 

Loys. Oh, where will truth be found now? Canst 
Ihou so 

Belie the Druses ? Do they share thy ciime? 

Those thou professedst of our Breton stock, 

Are parlneis with thee ? Why, I saw but now 
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Khalil, my friend—he spohe with me—no word 
Of this ! and Anael—whom I love, and ho 
Loves me—she spoke no word of this ! 

Dja, Poor Boy! 

Anael, who loves thee ? Khalil, f.ist thy fi lenil ? 

We, offsets from a wandeiing Count of Dieux? 

No—older than the oldest—princelier 
Than Europe’s princoliest trihc are we.—Enough 
For thee, that on our simple faith we found 
A monarchy to shame your monaichies 
At their own trick and seciet of success. 

The child of this our trifie shall laugh upon 
The p^ilace-step of him whcjse lile tre nigliL 
Is forfeit, as that child shall know, and jcl 
Shall laugh there t Whai, wc Druses wail forsoolh 
The kind interposition ot a iio) ? 

—Can only save ourselves when thou concedest ? 

—Khiilil admire Ihcc? He is my nghl hand. 

My delegate !—Anael accept thy love? 

She IS my Bride J 

Zey'r. Thy Bride ? She one of them ? 

r>ja. Rty Brule ! 

Lays. And she ictains her glorious eyes ! 

She, \\pth thfjse c 5 ’cs, has shared this miscreant’s guilt ' 
Ah-^who hut she directed me to find 
DUal wilhin the Prefect’s chamber? Khalil 
Bade me seek Djabal there, too ! All is tiue ! 

What spc>ke tlie Prefect worse of them than this ? 

Did the Church ill to institute long since 
Perpetual warfare with such serpentiy 
As these ? Have I desired to shift my jjart, 

Evade my shaie in her design ? ’Tis well ! 

Dja, Loys, I have WTcnigcd thee—but unwittingly : 

I never thought there w'as m thee a virtue 
Th4t could attach itself to what thou deeniest 
A race below thine own. I wronged thee, Loys, 
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But that is over ; all is over now. 

Save the protection I ensure against 
My people’s anger—by their Khali f’s side, 

Thou art secure and may’st depiart: so, come I 
Loys, Thy -.ide ?—I take protection at thy hand ? 

Enter other Guards. 

Guards. Fly with him ! fly, Sir Loys ! ’tis too true I 
And only by his side thou niay’st escape ! 

The whole tribe is in full revolt—Ihev flock 
About the palace—\Mn be here—on thee— 

And there are twenty of us, wc, the Guards 
Of the Nuncio, to withstand them ! Even we 
Had stayed to meet our death in ignorance. 

But that one Druse, a single faithful Druse, 

Made known the hormr to the Nuncio ! Fly ! 

The Nuncio stands agh ist. At least let us 
Escape their wrath, O Hakeem ! We are nought 
In thy tribe’s peisecution I [to Loys. ] Keep by him ! 
They hail him IT.ikocm, their dead Prince, returned— 
He IS their God, they shout, and at his beck 
Are life and death ! 

JLoys. [s/rifrj^iftg- at the khandjar Djabal had tkiown 
do^viiy seizes him by the throat ] ^ 

Thus by lus side am I ! « 

Thus I resume my knighthood and its warfare ' 

Thus end thee, miscreant, in Ihy nride of place : 

Thus art thou caught! Without, thy dupes may cluster 
Friends aid thee, foes avoid thee,—thou art Hakeem, 

I low say they ?—God art thou ’ but also here 
Is the least, meanest, youngest the Church calls 
Her servant, and his single arm avails 
To aid her as she lists. I use, and thou 
Art crushed ! Hordes of thy Druses flock wiOiout; 

Here thou hast me, who represent the Cross, 

Honour and Faith, ’gainst Hell, Mahqund, and thee I 
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Die I [Djabal remains cairn,'] Implore my mercy, 
Hakeem, that my scorn 

May help me ! Nay—I cannot ply thy trade— 

I am no Druse—no stabber—and thine eye, 

Thy form, are too much as they were—my friend 
Had such 1 Speak ! Beg for mercy at my foot! 

[Djabal sitii silent. 

Heaven could not ask so much of me—not, sure, 

So much ! 1 cannot kill him so ! 

Thou art 

Strong in thy cause, then ! Dost outbrave us, then I 
Heard’st thou that one ol thine accomplices, 

Thy very people, has accused thee ? Meet 
His charge ! Thou hast not even slain the Prefect 
As thy own vile creed warrants. Meet that Druse— 
Come with me and disprove him—be thou tried 
By him, nor seek apjjeal—promise me this— 

Or I will do God’s oliice ' What, shalt thou 
Boast of assassins at thy heck, yet Truth 
Want even an executioner i* Consent, 

Or I will strike—look in my face—I will! 

’ Dja. Give me again my khandjar, if thou darest I 

[Loys ffives it. 

Let but one Druse accuse me, and I plunge 
This Rome. A Diiise betray me ? Let us go ! 

XA^fie.] WTio li.as betrayed me? \Shouts without. 

I learcst thou ? I hear 
No plainer now than years ago I heard 
That shout—but in no dream now ! They Return ! 

Wilt thou be leader with me, Loys? Well I 
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ACT \\ 

The Vmmtiated Drases, covering the stage tnmuJUiOusIy^ 

ah't speakitig together 

Il'.Te flock \\c, I'-keymg the summons. Lo, Hakeem 
hath appeared, and the Prefect is dead, and we return to 
Lebanon ' ^Fy manufacture of goals’ fleece must, I doubt, 
soon fall away there—Come, old Nasif—link thine aim 
in mine—we fight, if ncetl^ be—Come, what is a great 
fight-W’’Oid? I a'banon?” (My <laiiglitei---my daughter ') 
— But IS Khalil lo have the oitice of Hamza? — Nay, 
rather, if he lie wnse, the monopoly of henna and cloves 
—Where i-> Hakeem^—The only prophet I ever saw, 
prtJphesied at Cairo once, in my jouth—a little black 
Coplit, diessed all in black too, with a great stripe of 
yellow cloth flapping clown behind him like the back-fm 
of a w'atei-serpent—L llns lie? Biamranah ! Biamreh ! 
IT\Ki,rM ' 


Enter the NtJxrro with Guards. * 

Ninuio. \/o /n\ Altcmkinls]. Hold both, the soicerei 
and tins accomplice ^ 

Ye talk of, that ac^'iiseth him * Aiul tell 
Sir Loys he is mine, the Church\ : 

Bid him approve himself our Knight iiideed ! 

Lo, this black disemboguing of the Isle ! 

[To the Drupes.] Ah, cliildien, w'hat a sight for these old 
eyes 

That kept themselves alive this voyage through 
To smile their very last on you ! I came 
To gather one and all you w^andering sheep 
into my fold, as tho’ a father came . . . 

As tho’, in coming, a father should . - . 

[To hts Giiaids.] (Ten, tw'elve 
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—Twelve giuirrls of you, and not an outlet ? None ^ 

The wizards sto[) each avenue ? Keep close !) 
f Tq the Druses.] As if t)ne came to a son’s house, I say^ 
So did I come—no pu.ird wiih me—h) find . . . 

Alas—alas! 

A Druse, Who is the old man ? 

Another. Oli, ye are to shout ’ 

Children, he styles yon. 

Ormet. Ay, llie l’rcreci’'i slain ! 

dory to the Khalif, our Father ! 

Nuncio. K\cn so * 

1 find, (yc jirompt ari<;ln) your Failu i s! uii; 

Willie most he plotted for your ijooil, that father 
(Alas ! how kind, ye never knewl - lies slam ! 

[Wr/it/if.] (And Iltll’s worm i^nau (hrc;Io/iri'» kiia\e- uilh 
me, 

For being duped by his cajoleiie'i ^ 

Are these the Chiislians^ ThCbC llio docile crew 
My bezants went to make me Bishop o’er?) 

[71? his Attendants, who whimper, i \\ Iiat say ye does tliii 
wizard style himself? 

Hakeem ? Biamrallah -* The third Falemite ? 

What IS this jargon ? Tie -the insane Khalif, 

Dead near thr(.‘e lumdied yeais ami, come hack 
In flesn and blood again ^ 

Df^tses. Henmttc'rs* Jle.aryi'^ 

1 le is blaspheming Tl.ikci m The old man 
Is our dead TVcfcct s liieiul ! "J’ear him ' 

Nuncio. Ye dare uol ! 

I stand here with my five-and-seventy jsai'i, 

The Patriarch’s power behind, and God’s abo^o me ' 
Those years have witnessed sm enough ; ere now 
^Ii&guided men ajosc against their lords, 

And found excuse; but ye, to be enslaved 
By sorceries—cheats ;—alas ’ the same tricks, tried 
On my poor children in this nook of the eaith, 
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Onild triunipli,—ihat have beeii successively 
Exploded, laujjbcd to scorn, all nations thro’— 

** /Off londaioi te kat p}o\i‘httot^ 

“Cretes and Araljj.iiis”- you are duped the last ! 

Said I, refrain Iroi' teanntr ine? I jjray 3’e 
1 1 ir me ! Shall 1 leluin 10 tell the Patriarch 
That so much love was w'a^.ieil—every jjift 
Rejeeltd, from liis liemson 1 InoiuTht, 

Down to the giilli’y-fiill of bezants, sunk 

An hour since at the harbour’s mouth, by that . , . 

That . , , never will I speak his hated name ' 
yio kis Servants.] WliaL w\is the name his fellow slip- 
fetter 

Called their arch-wizard by? \tkcy 7c7iA/c;'.] Oh, Djabal 

was'l •* 

r>j‘itsc\. iiul how a V iceiLi ? laNc wheicin? 

A^ii/uio (Ay, Djabal ’) 

How f.dsc^ Ye know not, DjalMl I,a s confes-iJ . 

Xay, that by tokens fouml on him we loam . . . 

AVliat \ sailed hilhei solely to dixulge— 

J low by his spells the demons were alluied 
To seiz;e you— not that these be aught save lies 
And mere illusions. Is this clear? I say, 

]jy ineasures sii< li ii,s Uitse, he would hax^. h d you 
Into a monstioi.'^ ruin : follow 30 ? 

Sa}', shall ye perinh fur lua sake, iny sons ? 

Jh'ine^, Hark 3’e! 

io. —Tic of one [iiivilege amerced ? 

No ! Infinite the Patriardi's nicicies he ! 

No ! With the Patriarch’s license, still I bid ye 
Tear him to pieces who misled you I Haste ! 

Drtt^es. The old man’s beard shakes, and his eyes are 
white fire ! After all, I know nothing of Djabal beyond 
what Karshook says ; he know s but xvhat Khalil sa}’3; 
who kiiuw's just what Djabal says himself—Now, the 
little Copht Proiihct, I saw at Cano in my youth, began 
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]»v promisin'4 e:irh hy'stii’.diT llircu full mcdbuieb of 
'L . 

Jitiict KiiAl IL ana //'< Iiiiiiaud Druses. 

KJia ^'L‘nu’^* and her deluf miuv aie nt liand * 

Their fleet st.iiKlb tfiio’ llie li.irhoiir ! Ifalli lie '^laiii 
The rrefect 3cl? Is Djalul s ehani^c come 5'eti* 

Niniiio |/a Atldulanls J this of Venicer* 

^Vho's I hi'^ hoy ? 

fAltcMidaiils j One Kh.ihl ? 

Djabal'b iicconi|)li( e, I.o)^ calKcl, hut now, 

The only Druse, save Djah.il s sell, to leir'’ 

I ’J'o the Druses. ) 1 c.iuiujI luar \o v\illi lluso ai;ed cars : 

Is it so ? Ve would h ive my troops assist ? 

J)oth he ahet him in his soilliu 
D ov\n with tlie <heal, t;uar<Is, as my chihhen hid ! 

I 'i'hcy /// Kir M 11 a\ he them hiuL^ 

Stay—no more hloo(isiietI '^piie ili’liided j'outh ! 

Whom sc( k si thou i* ([ will teacli him)-—Wh<mi, 1113 
child ? 

Thou knowe«:t not what these know, have jiist told me. 

I am an old man, as tlioii seist—lMve done 

With earth, and what should mo\c me hut the tiuth ? 

Alt thou the only fond one )f thy tribe ? 

'Tis jb interpnd for lliy tribe ' — 

Kha, Oh, (his 

Ts the expeettd Nuncio ’ Druses, hear — 

Endure ye this i Unworthy to pail.ike 
The glory Hakeem gams >ou • Wliile I speak', 

Tlie ships touch land : who makes for J-,eb.inon ? 

They‘11 plant the winged lion in these halls ! 

Nuncio. [Aside.] If it he true ! Venice?—-ph, never 
true ! 

Yet, Venice W'ould so gladly thwait our Knights, 

And fain get footing hcie, so close hy Rhodes ' 

Oh, to be duped this wny ! 
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I\ka, ICihe appears 

To lead you ploiionsly, repent, I sny ' 

Nuncw, X^Asi.lc J Oh, any way Lo stretch the arch¬ 
wizard sLuk 

Kie I lie Venetians ('« me ! Were he rnt off, 

The rest were easily tamed, yo the Druses ] Tic ? Tiring 
him forth ! 

Since so you needs w ill have it, I as-.enl ! 

You’d judge him, say you, on the spot ? Confound 
The sorcerer in his very circle ? Where’s 
Our short bUrk-bearded sdlUiw friend who said 
He’d earn the Tatriarch’s guerdon by one slab^ 

Bring Uj.ibal forth at once ! 

Dmscs. Ay, bring him foilh ! 

The l-*atriarch drives a limlc in oil and silk— 

And we’re the I^atriarch’s c hildrcn— true men, w'c ! 
Where is the glory? Show us all the glory ! 

Kha. You dare not so insult him ! What, not see . . . 
(I tell thee, Nuncio, those are uninstrucled, 

Untrusted—they know nollimg of our Khalif') 

—Not see that if he lets a doubt arise 

’Tis but lo give yourselves llie chance of seeming 

To have some influence m your own Retiun ’ 

That all may say they would have trusted him 
Without tlic all-convincing glory- lJ', 

And did ! Embrace the occasion, friends ! For, think—■ 
What merit when his change takes place? But now, 

For your sakes, he should not reveal himself 1 
No—could I ask and have, I would not ask 
The change yet ! 

E}iie 7 Djahat- and Lovs. 

Spite of all, reveal thyself! 

I had said, pardon them for me—for Anael— 

T^or our sakes pardon these besotted men— 

/Vy—for thine own—they hurt not thee 1 Yet now 
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One thought swells in me and keeps down all else ! 

This Nuncio couples shame with thee, has called 
imposture Ihy whole course, all bitter things 
Has said—he is but an old fretful man I 
Hakeem—nay, I must call thee Hakeem now— 

Ivcveal Ihyscll J ISec ! Wlieic is Aiiael?—Sec ! 

Loys. \to Dja.] Here arc tliy people ! Keep lh> woiil 
to me ! 

Dja, Who of my people hath accused me ? 

Ntmno^ So 

So, this IS Djabal, Hakeem, and what not? 

.V fit deed, Lo)-s, for thy first KiughtS day ! 

May It be augury of thy after life ' 

Ever be truncheon of the ('hurcli as now 
That, Nunrio of the Patriarch, ha\ing chaige 
Of the Isle here, I claim ihee \tui io OjA.] as these 
bid me, 

I'oifeit for murder on thy lawful ])iiiice. 

Thou conjurer that peep’st and miiLteu'st ! 

Why should I hold thee fiom tluir hands ^ (Spells, 
children ? 

Jhit hear how I dispose of all his sju-lls ') 

Thou art a Prophet ?—wituld’sl eiilue thy tribe 
Awaytf—thou woikcst miiavles? (Attend ' 

Eet^him but move me with his spells !) 1 , Nuncio . . . 

• j 3 ja. . . . WJiich how thou c,Lni’st to be, I say not 
now, 

Though I have also been at Slamboul, TaiUe ! 

—Ply thee with spells, forsooth ! What need of spcli < ^ 
If Venice, in her AdiniraPs person, sloop 
To ratify thy compact with her foes, 

The Hospitallers, for this Isle—withdraw 
Her wairanl of tlie deed whicdi reinstates 
My people in their freedom, tricked away 
Py him I slew,—refuse to conv^^y us 
To Lebanon and keep the Isle we leave— 
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-—Then will be tunc to try wliat spells can do ! 

Dost dispute the Republic's powei ? 

Nnucio. T.,0 JO ! 

He tempts uk, too the wily exorcist ’ 

N»^ ! The lenowm ' Republic was and is 

The Patriarch's friend : ’tis not for courtuiij Venice 

Til at I—that these implore tliy bhjod of me ! 

Lo ye, the subtle misuiani ’ Ha, so suiillc^ 

VHf Druses, heai him ! Will \e bo deteued? 

TIow he evades me ' Where’s the muacle 
He wojIvS? I Ijid Inm to tlic pioof -fisli up 
Vour j^alley-full of bc/aiils tlial he sunk ! 

That wcie a ninucle ! (.Jiil niii ule ! 

Knouj^h of tntlmi^, lor it ch.ifes my a'^e— 

I am the Nuncio, DiU'^l- ' 1 sland torlli 

To save you Jrom the i^nod Kcpubli('s i.igc 
When she slidl tuid lur IIolL w.i, ‘•.uinmontd licrc 
To aid llie mummeriss i^f tin i (lali j kiin\e ' 

[-•If the Druses hc\itatc^ hi:^ Altciulaiils 
Ah, well sum.i^e'iUd * Vli>, wc hold this while 
One, wlio, his close conf/ delate till now, 

Confesses l)jaba 1 at the I.ts( a (lic.U, 

And cvciy iiur.ude a cIiLat ! \\ ho tluow u e 

Ills head ? I make Uuce ollcis, once I olici,— 

And twice ... 

/)/{ 7 . f.et wlio rnovfi j eiish at iny 

jVAa. I'liaiik'i, Ilukcein, Ihaiik-tOli, Anacl, iMciani, 
Why tarry they ? 

Druses [to each vJitr J lie can ' He can ’ Live fire— 
\To the Nunuio.] (I say he can, old man ! Thouknow’sl 
him not—) 

Idve fire like tliat thou secsL now in his ejes, 

Plays fawmny; round Imn—See ! The cliange begins ! 

All tlie brow lightens as he lifts liia aim I 
Look not at me ! U was not 1 ! 

Dja. What Druse 
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.\rcu*»cd me, as he snilh? I bid c.icli bone 
( nimble Avilhin that Drii-^e ! Noin*, Lo}*::, none 
Of my own people, as thou saklst, ha\e laiscd 
A voice against me 

Numio, Venice to come * Death ! 

Z^a. \r Omfess and go iinscallied, however 
f.ilse ! 

Scc'-t thou my Druses, Luke? I would submit 
To thy pure malice did one Diiisc confe>s ’ 

1 Jow said I, Lays ? 

Nuncio \to kis Attendants, ':o?in Ah, ye 

rtuinsel so ? 

[Ai)itu.'\ 15 nng in the wiliu-ss, then, wlio, firiL of all, 
T’)i'*closcd the treason ! N(j\v I have (h(’e, wizanl ! 

Ye hear that? If one sjieaks, he bid- you tear him 
foint after joint—well llicn, one doi'^ speak ! One, 
Jleftioled by Djabul, even .is yourselves. 

Hut who hath voluntaiily jiropo-.! d 
To expiate, by confessing thus, the built 
Of having trusted him. 

I /'/irv bn?r^ in a vcik I Dime 
Joy}i. Now Dj.ilial, now ' 

Nuncio. Friend, Djalxil fionts jou ! (Make a ring, 
• sons')—Speak' 

l'\p(>c tln« l))abal; what lie was, and how ; 

The wiles he used, the aims he cherished ; all, 
h’xplicitly as l.ite you spoke to those 
My scrvanlS'-T absolve .ind p.irdon you 
Lays. Thou hast the d.igger ready, Djabul ? 

Dja. * Speak, 

Recreant! 

Druses. Stand back, fool! faithei ! Suddenly 
You shall see some huge serpent glide fioin under 
The empty vest—or down will thunder crash ! 

Rack, Khalil J 
Kha. 


I go ba( k ? Thus go I back ! 
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An.] Unveil! Nay, thou shalt face the Khalif! Thus ! 

\I{e tears away Anaei.’s veil: Djabal folds his arr/ts 
and Sows \is head* the Druses fall bath' LoYS 
springs from the side of Djabat. and the Nuncio. 

Loys. Then she was true—she only of them all ! 

True to hoi eyes— nay keep those glorious eyes, 

Anil now be mine, once again mine ! Oh, Anael! 

Dared I think thee a jiartner in his crime— 

That blood could sod that h.ind ? nay, ’tis mine—-i\nacl, 
—Not mine ?—Who offer thee before all these 
My heart, my sword, my name—so thou wilt say 
That Djabdl, wlio .ilhrms thou art his bride, 

Lies—say but that he lies ! 

J)}a. 1 Inm, Anael? 

Loys. Nay, Djahal, nay, one chance for me—the last ’ 
Thou hast had every other—Miou has spoken 
Days, nights, wh.al falsi'liood listed Ihee - let me 
Speak hist, now ; 1 will speak, now ! 

Nnn<io. Lo^s, pause ! 

Thou art the Duke's son, Breton's choicest stock - 
Loys of Drcu\—(lod's sepulchre’s first sword— 

Tins wilt thou spit on, this degrade, this trample 
To earth ? ^ 

I.oys \to An ] Ah, wlio had foreseen, ‘ i )ne li.iy, Loss 
“ Will stake these gifts against sume other good 
“ In the W'hole worldI givt them thee ! 1 nould 

My strong will might bestow real shape on them, 

Thiit I might sec, will) my own L}es, thy foot 
Tread on their vc)\ neck ! ’Tis not by gifts 
I put aside this Djabal—we will stand— 

We do stand—see—two men ! Djabal, stand forth 
Who's worth her—I or thou ? I—who foi Anael 
Kept, purely, uprightly my way. the long 
True way—^left thee c.ich by-path - -boldly lived 
Without the lies and blood,—or thou, or thou? 

1 ! Ixivc me, Anael ! Lea\e ihe blood ajid him ! 
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[7J? Dja.] Now speak—now, cjuick on this that I have* 
said,—■ 

Thou with the blood, speak if thou art a man I 
Dja, [/fi An.J And was it tliou bctr.i>edst me? 'Tis 
well 1 

I have deserved this of thee, and submit: 

Nor *Lis much evil thou infhctest; life 

ICnds here. The cedars sliall not wave for us — 

Tor there was crime, and must be jainishnienl. 

See fate ! By thee I was seduced—by thee 
I perish—^yet do I, ran I repent'' 

I, with my Arab insimcl, llnvartcd ever 
By my Frank policy,—and, \Mthm tuni, 

My P'rank brain, tliwarted by my Arab lieait— 

While these remained in equipoise, I lived 
—Nothini;; had either liecn piedoininant, 

As a Flank schcnier or an Amb mystic, 

I had lieen somelhmc;;—now, each has destroyed 
TJie Ollier—and beliold, from out Ihcir crash, 

A third and better n.iturc rises \\p- - 
My inoie Man’s-naluie ' And I yield to it— 

1 love time—I—wlio did not lo\e before ! 

An, Djabal— 

Dfa. It seemed love, but tiiic love it wasn. 1-- 

could I love while thou lulorcdsl me? 

Now thou despibcst, art aliove nu so 
Immeasurably—thou, no other, doomest 
My death now—this my steel shall execute 
Thy judgment—I sliall feci thy hand in il! 

Oh, luxury to worshij), to submit, 

Transcended, doomcil to death by thee ! 

An, My Djabal ! 

Dja, Dost hesitate ? I force thee then ! Approach, 
Druses I for I am out of icach of fate ; 

No further evil waits me—Speak the truth ! 

Hear, Druses, and hear, Nuncio, and hear, Loys ! 
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, * Jh. Hakeem ! [She falls dead, 

[ 7'he Druses sc reani^ }^rovclUng before him. 
Ah, I JaWeem ! —not on me thy wrath ! 
BiamialJali, pardon—never doubted I! 

Ah, dog^ how sayest thou ? 

[Thty surrounu and seize the Nuncio and his Guards. 
Levs Jhngs /- mself upon the body of An'ALI., on 
w/inh Djabal continues to ar stupefied. 

Nuncio, Cntives ! llavc ye eyes ? 

Whips, racks, shijuld teach you ! Wliat, his fools ? his 
dupes ? 

Leave me I unhand me ! 

Kka, [approathin^ Yy^\W\\. timidly.’\ Save her foi my 
sake ’ 

She was alrea<ly tiune—slie would ha\e shaied 
To-day tlnne cvdUihun—-think ! this d.iy 
I fer hair was plaited thus because of Uiee— 

Yes, feel the soft l^right hair—feel ' 

Nuncio \}tru^gling uilh t/ioio loho have .• .id hi//t\. 

W hat, beeiuisc 

Ills Icman dies for him ? You think it haid 

To die ? Oh, would you were at Rlitides, and clioicc 

Of deaths should suit you ' 

A'ha. [bending over Awei.’s body,'\ Just restore hoi 
* life ! ^ 

So little does it—-there—the eyelids <reinble ! 

’Twas not my breath that made then.—and the lips 
,Move of themselves—I could restore her life ! 

Hakeem, we have forgotten—have presumed 
On (Air free converse—we arc better taught. 

See, I kiss— how I kiss Ihy garment’s hem 
For her ! She kisses it—OJi, take her deed 
In mine—Thou dost believe now, Anael ?—See 
She smiles ! Were her lips open o’er the teeth 
So, when 1 spoke first ? She believes in thee ! 

Go not without her to the Cedars, Lord 1 


4 
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Or leave us both—I cannot go alone ! 

I have obeyed thee, if I dare say so— 

Hath Hakeem thus forgot all Djabal knew ^ 

Thou fee lest then my tears fall hot and fa^t 
Upon thy hand—and yet thou speakest not ! 

Ere the Venetian trumpet sound—cre thou 
Exalt thyself, O Hakeem ! save her—save Jur ! 

Nuncio, And ilie accursed Kepidjlu: will aiii\c 
And find me m their toils—dead, \ery like, 

Under their feet! 

way—not one w^sy yet 

To foil thorn ? None i Djau m’s face. 

What ails the Khalif? Ah, 
That gliaslly face—a wav to foil them y t ’ 

\fl'o the Diiiscs.J Look to jour Kli.ihf, Diuses ! Is that 
fare 

(h)d Hakeem's? Wheie is triuiiijili--wdicie ii . w'liat 
Said he of e\aJtalioii- liath he promised 
So much to-day? Wli) then, ex.dt iliy^elf! 

Cast off that husk, lliy foim, set free thy soul 
In splendour ! Now, bear witness—here I stand — 

I challenge him exalt himself, and I 
ilecomc, lot that, a Druse like all of you ’ 

The^ru\.s, l^x.ilt Ihysell—exalt thyself—O Hakeem ! 
Dja. [^advances.] I can confess now all from first to 
last. 

There is no longer shame for me ! I am . . . 

[^ffere the VcmHian h lunpet i>ouinis-—the Diuses ihoiil ■ 
his eye catches the cxprcs'^ion of those about hiniy 
and, as the old dream comes back, he is attain con- 
fidetit ana inspi7‘cd, 

. . . Am I iwi Hakeem ? And ye would have crawled 
But yesterday within these impure courts 
Where now ye stand eioct ’—Not grand enough ? 

—• What moie could be conceded to such beasts 



6 o THE RETURN OF THE DkUSES. 


*JK 

As all of yoU| so sunk and base as you, 

But a mere man ?—A man among such beasts 
Was miracle enough—yet him you doubt, 

Him you forsake, him fain would you destroy— 

With the Venetiarjs at your gate, the Nuncio 
Thus—(see the Imj led hypociite !) and best 
The Prefect there I 

Druses, No, Hakeem, ever thine ! 

Nutteto. He lies—and twice he lies—and thrice he lies 
Exalt thyself, Mahound ' Exalt thyself! 

Dja, Druses ! we shall henceforth be far away ! 

Out of mere mortal ken—a!>ovc the Cedars— 

But we shall see ye go, hear }e return, 

Repeopling the old solitudes,—thro’ tlu-e, 

My Khalil! Thou art full of me—1 fill, 

Thee full—my hands thus fill thee ! Yester cve, 

—Nay, but this morn—I deemed tlicc igiioi.iiiL 
Of all to do, requiring words of mine 
To teach it—now, thou hast all gifts m one, 

With truth and purity go other gifts 1 
All gifts come clustering to tliat—go, lead 
My People home whate’er betide I 

I 'J'untNi^ /o the Druses ] Ye lal c 
This Khalil for my delegate ? To him , 

Bow as to me? He leads to Lebanon— 

Ye follow? 

Druses, We follow ! Now e-valt thyself! 

Dja, [raises Loys,] Then to thee, Loys ! How ] 
wronged thee, Loys ! 

—Yet, wronged, no less thou shalt have full revenge, 

Fit for thy noble self, revenge—and thus: 

Thou, loaded with these wrongs, the princely soul, 

The first sword of Christ’s sepulchre—thou shalt 
Guard Khalil and my Druses home again ! 

Justice, no less—God’s justice and no more, 

For those I lease !—to seeking this, devote 
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Some few da3rs out of thy Knight’s brilliant life, 

And, this obtained them, leave their Lclianon, 

My Druses* blessing in thine cars—(they shall 
Bless thee with blessing sure to have its w.ay) 

—One cedar-blossom in thy Ducal cap, 

One thought of Anael in thy heart—perchance, 

One thought of him who thus, to bid thee speed. 

His last word to the living speaks ! This done, 

Resume thy course, .ind, hist amid the lirst 
In Europe, take my heart along with thee * 

Go boldly, go serenely, go auguslly— 

What can withstand thee then ? 

{He bendh over Anaei .1 And last to thee ! 

Ah, did 1 dream 1 was to liave tins day 
Exalted thee? A vain dream—liast thou not 
Won greater exall.ilion ? What remains 
But picss to thee, evilt myself lo thee? 

Thus I exalt myself, set fiee my soul ! 

{//e sfabs himself—as he falls^ supf>orted by Khalil 
ami Loys, the Venetians enter: the Admiral 
advances^ 

Admiral. God and St. Maik for Venice ! Plant the 
^ Lion ! 

[^t the clash of the planted standard the Diuses shouts 
and m<rre turn nit nonsly fonvard, LoYS drawing 
his sword. 

Dja. {leading them a few steps between Ktialii and 
Loys.] 

On to the Mountain. Ai the Mountain, Druses ! 


{Dies. 
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A(;t I. 

Scr.M' I —Y’/j'c: nitc} 7 or of a Lofj^e 711 Lord Tresham’s 
Pa}h, Ma 77 y J\Llaun.*is aowded at the ’tU 77 idQW^ sup¬ 
posed to coftwtimd a ^'/oiooj the C 9 ii 7 -af 7 ce to fits jMamtun. 
Okrard, the lla)atom, /it's tack to a 
table on xvlurn fi?r JIap^^o 7 i'if ' 

\ 

1st diet. Ay—do'-iJiish, fiicnds and (hen you’ll push 
(J^own me. 

■—What for? Does any Iiear a runnel's luot, 

Or a steed’s trample, or a coach-wheel’s cry? 

Is the Earl come or his least poiiisunant? 

But there’s no breeding in a man of you 
Save Gerard yonder : heie’s a half-place yet, 

Old Gerald ! 

Cer, Save your courtesies, my friend. 

Here is my pi ice. 
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2 n(i Ret, Now, Gerard, out with it! 

What makes you sullen, this of all the days 
I’ the year? To-day that, yount^, rich, huuntiful, 
Handsome Eail Mertoun, whom alone they match 
With our Ix>rd Tresham thio’ the country-side, 

Is coming here in ul most bravery 
'J'o ask our Master’s Sister's hand ? 

Ger, Wha t then ? 

2nd Ret, W'hat then ? Why, you she speaks to, if she 
meets. 

Your woishij), smiles on as you hold apait 
The boughs to let her thro’ her fnrtst walks, 

You, always favourite for jour 110-deserts, 

You’ve heard, these three dajs, how Karl Meitonn sues 
To lay his licart, and house, and broad lands too, 

At Lady Mildred's feel- and while we squeeze 
Ourselves into a ntousohole lest we miss 
One congee of the least page 111 Ins tram, 

You sit o’ one side—“ theie’s the Kail,” say 1 — 

“ What then,” say you ! 

*3?^/ Ret, I'll wager he has let 

Both swans he tamed foi J^ady Mildicd, swim 
Over the falls and gain the ri\cr ' 

Ger^ Ualp!», 

Is not to-morrow' my inspecting-day 
For 5 ou and for your hawkj ^ 

Ret. Let Gcr.ird lie ! 

lie’s Coarse-grained, like his car\ed bl.ick cross-l^ow 
stock. 

Ha, look now, while we squabble with him, look 1 
Well done, now—is not this beginning, now, 

To purpose ? 

1 st Ret. Our retainers look as fine— 

That’s comfort! Lord, how Richard holds himself 
With his white staff! Will not a knave behind 
Prick him upright ? 
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4 M :Rfi. lie’s only bowing, fool ! 

The Earl’s man bent ns lower by this much. 

I.V/ A'et. That’^ comfort. IIcrL’s a very cavalcade ! 
‘^rd Ret, I don’t see wherefore Richard, and his troop 
Of silk and silver *. 'rlets there, should find 
Their perfumed seizes so indispensable 
On high days, holy-days ! Would it so disgrace 
Our Family, if I, hir instance, stood — 

In my right hand a cast of Swedish ii.iwks, 

A leash of greyhounds in my left ? — 

Ger, —With Hugh 

The logman for supporter—in lus right 
The bill-hook—in his left the brushwood-shears * 

\rd Ret, Out on you, crab ' Wluit next, what next? 
The liarl ' 

\st Ret, Oh, Waller, groom, oiir 1 ioim:s, do they 
match 

The Earl’s? Alas, that first pair ol the six— 

They paw the ground—Ah, Waltci ! and that brute 
Just on his haunches by the wheel 1 

6 M Ret, Ay—Ay ! 

You, Philip, are a special hand, I hear, 

At soups and sauces—what’s a horse to you? 

D'ye mark that beast they’ve slid into I lie midst 
So cunningly?—then, Philip, mnrk this further; ' 

No leg has he to stand on ! » 

\st Ret, Nor* That’s comfoit. 

Ret. Peace, Cook ! 1'lie ICarl descends.—Well, 
Clcrard, see 

The Earl at least ' Come, there’s a proper man, 

I hope 1 Why, Ralph, no falcon, Pole or Sw’ede, 

Has got a starrier eye— 

. 3«/ Ret, His eyes are blue— 

But leave my hawks ahine ! 

Ret. So young, and yet 

So tall and shapely ! 
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^th Ret* Here’s Lord Tresham’s self! 

There now—there’s what a nobleman should be ! 

He’s older, graver, luflier, he’s more like 
A House’s l:Iead ! 

2 nd Ret, But you’d not have a boy 

--And what’s the Karl beside?—possess too soon 
That stalcliness ? 

Ij? Ret. Our Master takes his hand— 

Richard and his white stafli an* on the move- - 
Back fall our people—(tsh !—there ^ Timoth) 

Sure to get tangled in his ribbon-ties— 

And Peter’s cujsed roselte's a-coining off!) 

—At last I see our Lord’s back ami his fiiend’s— 

And the whole bcautilul bjight company 
Close round them—m ihej go ! down ftom the 

windo%o-bcnchy and making Jor the fable and it’: 

Good health, long life, 

Great joy to our Lord Tresham and his House ! 

(ith Rtt, My father dic)ve his father first to court, 

After his marriage-day —ay, did he ! 

2nd Ref. Chxl hless 

Lord Tresham, Lady Mildted, and the Kail > 

Here, Gerard, icach youi heaku ! 

Ger^ Di ink, my boys : 

Don’^ mind me—all’s not right about me- drink ' 

2 W Ret, [yU/de.] He’s veKcd, now, that he let the 
show escMpe ! 

\ To Ger.] Kemenibei that llie Kail iLluins this way 
Ger. That way *• 

2nd Ret. Just so. 

Ger, Then my way's here. {Coes, 

2nd Ret. Old Gerard 

Wjll die soon—mind, I said it! He w'as used . 

To care about the pilifullest thing 
That touched the IJoiise’i» honour, not an eye 
But his could see wdierein—and on a cause 
* 6 
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Of scarce a quarter this impoitance, Gerard 
Fairly had fretted flesh and bone away 
In cares that this was right, nor tJiat was wrong, 

Such a point decorous, and such by rule— < 

(lie knew such niceties, no herald more) 

And now—you sc ' his humour . die he will * 

2 /jfi Kit, God li Ip him ! Who’s for the great servants’- 
hall 

To hear what's going on inside ? They’d follow 
Lord Tiesham into the saloon. 

^rd /l£L I !— 

4//i I !— 

Leave Frank alone for catching, at the door, 

Some hint of how the parley goes inside ! 

Ihospeiity to the great llou^o once more— 

Ilere’*^ the last diop ' 

1st AW, Ilaxe at you ’ hurrah * 


Scene 11. —A Saloon in the Mansion. 

Enter Loid Tklsiiam, Lord MKkrODN; Austin, ami 

Guj:m)Olln, 

Tresh, I wch’ome you, Lord Mertoun, yet onmore, 
To this ancestral loof of mine. Your rume 
—Noble among the noblest in itseli', 

A’et taking in your person, fame a’lc-rs, 

New price and lustre,—(as that gem you wear, 
Transmitted from a hundred knightly breasts, 

Fresh chased and set and fixed by its last lord. 

Seems to re-kindle at the core)—your name 
Would'wm you welcome !— ^ 

Mer. Tiiaiiks I 

Tresh. —But add to that, 

Tlie woithinesc; and grace and dignity 
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Of your proposal for uniting both 

Our Iloubcs even closer than respect 

Unites them now—add thcbu, and you must grant 

One favor more, nor that the least,—to think 

The welcome I sIkhiUI give ;—’ti^i given ' My lord, 

My only brother, Austin- lie’s the King’s. 

Our cousin, Lady (jiiendolen—bctriitlied 
To Austin : all aie yours. 

Jl/er. I llinnk }ou—less 

For the expressed commcndings wliicb your seal, 

And only that, aullu ntu ales—foilads 

My putting from me ... to my heart T bike 

Your praise . . . but praise le-'S claims my gratiludi, 

Than the indulgent insight it implies 

Of what must needs be upjierinosl witli one 

Who comes, like me, wulh the bare leave tt) ask, 

Ill weighed and measiiicd uninipassioncd wonis, 

A gift, which, if as calmly ’tis denied, 
lie must withdraw, content upon his tlioek, 

Desp.air within hi'^soiil:—that I daic ask 
Firmly, near boldly, near wulh confidence 
That gifl, I ha\c to thank you.—Ves, laiid Tresham, 

I love your sister—as you'd have one l<)\e 
That Judy . . . oh more, more I love hei ! Wealth, 
Ran\», all the world thinks me, thcy’ie }Ours, you know 
To hold or part with, at your choice—but gi.int 
My true self, without a rood of land, 

A piece of gold, a name of yesterday, 

Grant me that Licly^ and you . . . Do.itli or life? 

Guefi, \apayt to Atis.] Why, this loving, Austin ! 

A us. lie’s so young ! 

Guen. Young? Old enough, I think, to half suiinwc 
He never had obtained an entrance here, 

Were all this fear and trembling needed. 

Aiis. Hush ! 

ITe leddens. 
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* Guen, Mark him, Austin ; that’s true love I 
Ours must begin again. 

Tresh We’ll sit, my lortl. 

Ever with best desert goes diffidence, 

I may speak plainlv nor be misconceived. 

That I am wholly .^itisficd with you 

On this occasion, w 'len a falcon’s eye 

Were dull compared with mine to search out faults, 

Is somewhat. Mildred’s hand is hers to give 
Or to refuse. 

Mer. But you, you giant niy suit ? 

I have your woid if heis ? 

TreiJi, My best of woids 

If hers encourage you. I trust it will. 

Have you seen Lady Mildred, by the way? 

Mer, J . . . 1 . . . oui two deirnsnes, remember 
touch— 

I have been used to wander carelessly 
After my stricken game—the heron roused 
Deep in my woods, has trailed its brolfleti wing 
Thro’ thicks and glades a mile in yours,—oi else 
Some eyass ill-reclamied has taken flight 
And lured me after her from liee to tree, 

I marked not wlulher ... I hpve come upon i 
The Indy’s wondiijus lieauty unaware, ^ 

And—and then ... I have seen her. 

Cuen, \astde to AtJS.] Note <hat mode 

Of faulteiing out that when a lady passed 
lie,paving oyes^ did see her ! You had said— 

“ On such a day I ^canned her, head to foot; 

“ Observed a red, where red should not have been, 
“Outside her elbow ; but was pleased enough 
“ Upon the whole.” Let such irreverent talk 
Be lessoned for the future ! 

Tresh, Wiat’s to say 

May be said biiefly. Slie has never knowm 
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A mother’s care ; I stand for father too. 

Her beauty is not strange to you, it seems— 

You cannot loiow the good and tender heart. 

Its girl’s trust and its woman’s constancy, 

How pure yet passionate, how calm yet kind, 

How grave yet joyous, how reserved yet free 

As light where friends arc—how einbiied with loic 

The world most prizes, y t the simplest, yet 

The . . . one might know I talked of Mildred—tliua 

We brothers talk ! 

Jtfer, I thank )ou. 

Tresk. In a word, 

Control’s not for this lady ; but her wish 
To please me outstrips m its subtlety 
My power of being pleased—heisclf creates 
The want she means to satisfy. My heai t 
Prefers your suit to her as ’Iwcro its own. 

Can I say more ? 

Mer. No moic—tlianks, thanks—no more ’ 

T^esk, This matter then discussed . . . 

M&i", . . . We’ll waste no bicath 

On aught less precious—I’m benealli the roof 
That holds her 1 while I thought of that, my speech 
To you would wander—as it must not do, 

Sinc^ as you &vor me I stand or fall. 

„ I pray you suder that 1 take my leave ! 

Tresk, With less regret ’tis suffered, that again 
We meet, I hope, so shortly. 

Mcr. ' We? again?— 

Ah yes, forgive me—when shall . . . you will crown 
Your goodness by forthwith apprising me 
When . . . if . . . the Lady will appoint a day 
For me to wait on you—and her. 

Tresh, So soon 

As I am made acquainted with her thoughts 
On your proposal—howsoe’er they lean— 
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A messenger shall bring you the result. 

Mer, You cannot bind me more to you, my lord. 
Farewell till we renew ... I trust, renew 
A converse ne’er to disunite ogam. 

Tresh. So may prove ! 

Mcr. Vi in, L.ub', you, Sir, take 

Mv humble sahitatu n ' 

G.ten. ^ ^lus. Thanks ’ 

Tresh, Within lliere ! 

[Scrv.ints enter. Trim's I TAM tondiuis Mekioun to the 
doo ). j\Tt anti me Aus ri N i cniaik^y 

Well, 

Here I have an advant.ure of the E.irl, 

("onfess now ! /’d not ihink that all was safe 

Heraiiso my lady’s brother stood my friend 
AVhy, he makes sure of In r "‘do joii say, yes— 

“ She’ll not say, no”—what couu s it to beside ? 

/should have prayed the brother, “ speak this speech, 

“ For Heaven’s sake urge thib on her—put in this— 

“ Foiget not, as you’d save me, t’other thing,— 

“Then set dovsn what she says, and how she looks, 
“And it bile smiles,” and (in an under lucalh) 

“Only let her accept me, and do you 

“And all the world refuse mo, i( you clue • 

Giicn, That way you’d take, friend Au-.lui? WJpat a 
si lame 

I was yoin cousin, t.imi'Iy from the nist 
Vonr brifle,,and all this Jei\oiii’s run to waste ! 

Do ycni know you sjaeak sensibly to-da> ? 

The fearl’b a fool. 

Aus, J lore’s Thorold Tell him so ! 

Tresh, \i\turninf;\. Now, voices, voices! ’St! the 
lady’s first ! 

How seems he ? —seems he not . . . come, faith give fraud 
The mercy-stroke whenever they Ciigage ! 

Down with fraud—up wnth faith ! How seems the Earl ? 
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A name ! a blazon ! if you knew their worth, 

As you will never ! come—the Earl ? 

Giten, He's young. 

Tres/t. What’s she? an infant save in heart and bia n 
Young ! Mildred is fourteen, reniaik ! And you . . . 
Austin, how old is she ? 

Guen, There’s tact for you ! 

I meant that being young was good excuse 
If one should tax him . . . 

'Jresh. Well ? 

Guen, —With lacking wit. 

7rcsk. He lacked wit ? WIilmc might he lack wat, so 
please you ? 

Guen. In sl.inding sliailcr tlun the iteward’s lod 
And making you the tiresomcst harangues, 

Instead of slipping over to my side 

And softly whispering in my e.ar, “ Sweet lady, 

** Your cousin there will do me detriment 
“ lie little dreams of—lie’s absorbed, I see, 

“ In my old name and fame—lie sure he’ll leave 
“ My Mildred, when liis best account of me 
“ Is ended, in full confidence I wear 
My grandsire’s periwig down either check. 

“ I’mWost unless your gentleness v'ouchsafes *’ . . 

Ti^sh. . . . ** Togive a best of best accounts, yourself, 

' “Of me and my demerits.” You are right! 

He should have said what now I say h>r him. 

You golden creature, will you help us all ? 

Here's Austin means to vouch for much, huf you 
—You are . . what Austin only knows ! Come u’p, 

All three of us—she’s m the Library 
No doubt, for the day’s wearing fast, Precede ! 

Guen, Austin, how we must— ! 

Tresk, Must what? Must speak truth, 

Malignant tongue ! Detect one fault in him ! 

I cMlenge you ! 
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Guen. Witchcraft’s a fault in him, 

For you’re bewitched. 

Tresh. What’b urgent we obtain 

Ts, that she soor* receive him—say, to-morrow— 
Next day at fartlu'st. 

Gtien. Ne’er instruct me ! 

Tre^h. Come ! 

—He’s out of your good graces since, forsooth, 
lie stood not as he’d carry us by storm 
WillThis perfections ! You’re for the composed. 
Manly, assured, becoming confidence ! 

—Get her to say, to-morrow,” and I’ll give you . 

I’ll give you black Urganda, to lie spoiled 

With petting and snail-pacc-p. Will you ? Come ! 


Scene III.— Mildred's Chamba. A painted window 
overlooks ike park. Mildred and Guendolen. 

. Gttcn. Now, Milihed, spaie those pains. 1 liave not 
left 

Our talkers in the Libraiy, and climbed 
The wearisome ascent to this your bower 
In company with you,—I have not dared . . . 

Nay, worked such prodigies as sjiaring you 
Lord Mertoun’s pedigree before the flood, 

Winch Thorold seemed in very act !o tell— 

•^Or bringing Austin to pluck up that most 

Kirip-rooted heresy—your suitorS eyes, 

lie'would maintain, were gray instead of blue— 

I think I brought him to contrition !—Well, 

I have not done such things, (all to deserve 
A minute’s quiet cousin’s-talk with you,) 

To be dismissed so coolly ! 

Md, Guendolen, 

* What have 1 done . . . what could suggest . . . 
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Guen, There, there 1 

Do I not comprehend you’d be alone 
To throw those testimonies in a heap, 

Thorold’s enlargings, Austin’s brevities, 

With that poor, silly, heartless Guendolcti’s 
lll‘tiine 4 , misplacccl, attempted smartnesses^ 

And sift their sense out ? now, I come to spare you 
Nearly a whole night’s labour. Ask and have ! 

Demand, lx: answered ! Lack I cars and eyes ? 

Am I perplexed which side of the rock-table 
The Conqueror dined on when he landed first, 

Lord Mertoun’s ancestor was bidden take— 

The bow-hand or the arrow-hand's great meed ? 

Mildred, tlie Karl has soft blue eyes 1 
Jill/. My brother— 

Did he . . . you .said that lie received him well? 

Guen, If I said only “ well ” I said not much— 

Oh, stay—which brother ? 

Mti. Tliorold ! who—who che ? 

GtitVi. Tliorold (a secret) is loo proud by half,— 

Nay, hear me out—with us he’s even gentler 
Than we are with our birds. Of this great House 
The least retainer lli.it e'er caught his glance 
Would die for him, real dying—no mere talk : 

And in the world, the court, if men would cite 
The perfect spirit of hcjiiour, Thorold s name 
Rises of its clear natinc to ihcir lips . 

But he should take men’s homage, trust iii U, 

And care no more about what dicw it down. 

He has desert, and that, acknowledgment; 

Is he content ? 

Ml/, You wrong him, Guendolcn. 

Guen, He’s proud, confess; so proud with brooding 
o’er 

The light of his interminable line, 

An ancestry wuth men all paladin^, 

f 
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And women all . . . 

Mih Dear Giicndolcn, ‘tis late ! 

When yonder purple pane the climbing moon 
Pierres, I know ’tis midniglit. 

Guen. Well, IhatThuiold 

Should rise ujj fro n such musmgs, and receive , 

One come audacio tsly to giaft himself 
Into this peerless stock, yet find no (law, 

No slightest spot in sucli an one. . . . 

MzL Who finds 

A spot in Mertoiin ? 

Guqh* Not yrnir brother; therefore, 

Not the whole w(»rlcl. 

I 111 weary, Guendoicn.— 

Bear with me ! 

GtiCJi, I nm futlish. 

AJif. Oh, no, kmd — 

But I would rest. 

Gin ft. Good niHit and rest to vou. 

I said how gracefully hi-, mantle lay 
Beneath the rings of Ill's light hair ? 

AIil. Brown hair ! 

Gin'/t. Brown? why it n blown—how could you know 
that ^ ‘ 

A/i/. How? did not )ou—Oh, Austin 'twas, declared 
Ills hair was hglit, not brown - my head !—aa \ look. 
The moon-heam purpling the dai'. chamber ! Sweet, 
Good night! 

G^icn. Porgive me—sleep the soiiiidlicr for me ! 

\_Gotii^f she turns suddenly. 

Alildied 1 

Perdition ! all’s discovered.—Thorold finds 
—That the Earl’s greatest of all grandmothers 
Was grander daughter still—to that fair dame 
Whose garter slipped down at the famous dance ! \Goes. 
^ AW. Is she—can she be really gone at last ? 
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My heart—I shall not reach the window ! Needs 
Must I have sinned much, so to suffer ! 

She lifts the small lamp which zs iy us pended before 
the Virgtf^s image in the zvindo7V, and places zt by 
the pu)pie pane. There ! 

I .S//f n till ns to the scat in front. 
Mildred and Mertoun ' Mildred, with consent 
Of all the world .ind Thorold,—Meitouii s hiide ! 

Too late ’ ’Tis sweet to think of, swcelei still 

To hope for, th.it this blessed end soothes up 

The curse of the be^innin<^ ; but I know 

It comes too Kite --’twill sw'ectest be of .ill 

To dream my soul aw-ay and die upon ' | -V none zoithont. 

The voice ! Oh ! why, why "hded sin the sn.iko 

Into the r.iradiso lb i\cn iiumiiI ns both ^ 

I ‘J'hc suindoxv opetn ^ojl/y - . [ low voice sings. 

There's a woiii.ui lila a ckw tit Dp. s!k s so puiri th in tin* piirtst , 
And her hint's the nobksl >cs .md Jici siiic tilth's the 

siiiesl 

'nd her eyes arc <1 ii I; .iml luiniid, Ii! c the cltplh fjn dt plh of lustie 
Hill i' the harebell, wink her ttossis, siinimi than tin. wild-guipe 
ciustir 

(rush in jjoldcn-tintcd pkiilv down h< i rose-mi-.tcd maiblc 

rjiui her voae's inusio . l:i 11 it ihe wlU's bubblini^, the bud's 

WMible I 

m 

\,A figure wrapped in a mantle appears at the 7Vindow. 

And this woman s.iys, “My da>s wire sunless and my nifilils 
Wirt nioonh ss, 

" Parthid the pli.isant Apiil biib.ijjL, and the laiK's heart's out¬ 
break lunch ss. 

" If you loved me notAnd 1 who—(.ih, for words of ll nne 
adore her 1 

Who am mad to Jay my spirit piostiale palpalih btfore hci -- 

Iffie enters—approai hes her scai^ and bends over her. 

I may enter at her poital soon, .is now' hur lattice takes me, 

And by noontide as bjMnidnit'lit m.ilcc htr mine, as lierssht maKcs 
me I 

' \7'kc E.irl throws off hh slouched hat and lo/ii* cloak 
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My very heart sings, so I sing, beloved ! 

Mil, Sit, Henry-^o not take my hand. 

Mer, *Tis mine . 

The meeting that appalled us both so much 
Is ended. 

MtL Who; begins now ? 

Mer. Hap])iness 

Such as the world contains not. 

Altl, That IS iL. 

Our happiness would, as you say, exceed 
The whole world’s best of blisses : we—do ^\e 
Deserve that ? Utter to your soul, what mine 
Long since, beloved, has grown used to hear. 

Like a death-knell, so much legarded once, 

And so familiar now ; this will not be ! 

Mer. Oh, Mildred, have I met your brother’s face, 
Compelled my'^elf—if not to sjicak untruth. 

Yet to disguise, to shun, to put aside 
The truth, as what had e’er prevailed on me 
Save you, to venture ? Ifave I gamed at la-t 
Your brother, the one scarcr of your dreams, 

And W'aking thoughts’ sole aj^piehension too? 

Does a new life. like a young sunrise, break 
On the strange unrest of our night, confused 
With rain and stormy flaw—.ind will you see 
No dripping blossoms, no fire-linted drops 
On each live spiay, no sajjour stemming up. 

And no qpcpresslcss glory in the ca^l ? 

When I am by you, to be evei by you, 

Wlien I have won you and may worship you, 

Oh, Mildred, can you say “ this will not be ?” 

MU. Sin has surprised us ; so will punishment. 

Mer» No—me alone, who sinned alone ! 

Mil. The night 

You likened our past life to—was it storm 
Throughout to you then, Henry ? 



A-BLOT IN THE ^SCUTCHEON. 

Mcr, Of your life 

I spoke—what am I, what my hfe, to wa^le 
A thought about when you are by me ?—you 
It was, I said my folly called the storm 
And pulled the night upon.—’Twab clay wilh me— 
Perpetual dawn wilh me. 

Mil. Come what, come will. 

You have been liapp) —take my hand ’ 

Mer. \after a pause. ] I h »w good 

Your brother is ' I ligured him a cold— 

Shall 1 say, haughty man ? 

Mil. They told me .ill. 

1 know all, 

Mer. It will soon be o\or. 

Mil. Qvci ? 

Oh, what IS ovci ? what must I live thio’ 

And say, “ ’tis over ? ” Is oiii meeting over ^ 

Have 1 received in presence of them all 
The partner of my guilty love,-- with brow 
Trying to seem a maiden’s bioiv—with hps 
Which make believe that wiicn they strive to form 
Replies to you and tremble as they strive. 

It IS the nearest c\cr they approached 
A strainer’s . . Henry, yours that stranger’s . . . lip 
With shcc'k that looks a \ irgin’s, and that is . 

Ah, God ! some ptoiligy of thine will stop 
This planned piece of deliberate wickedness 
In its birth even—some fierce leprous spot 
Will mar the brow’s dissimulating --I 
Shall murmur no smooth speeches got by heart, 

But, frenzied, pour forth all our woeful story, 

•The love, the shame, and the despair—with them 
Round me aghast as men round some cursed fount 
That should spirt water, and spouts lilood. I’ll not 
. . . Heniy, you do not wish that I should draw 
This vengeance down ? I’ll not affect a grace 
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Thafs gone from me—gone once, and gone for ever ' 

Mer. Mildred, iny honor is your own. I’ll share 
Disgr.ico I cannot suiter by in>se]f. 

A wt-rd mfom s your brother I retract 
This morning’s ^'ffer; time will }et bring foitli 
Some better wa}' of saving both cif us. 

Aid. I'll nicei ihcir face'., Meiloiin ' 

Aler. ^Mu*n ? to-innirow 

Get clone willi U ! 

Aid. Gli, Henry, not to-morrow ! 

Next day • I ne\cr shall jirep.ue my worck 
And looks and gestures sooner *— How y*!!! must 
iX'spibC me ! 

Aler. Mildred, bieak it if you choO'C, 

A heart the love of you iiphited—still 
Uplifts, lino’ this pintiact* d .ig«>ny, 

To Hea\en ! but, Aliklioil, aiiswei me,— fust jure 
The chamber witli me— once again—now, say 
Calmly the part, the . , , what it is ol me 
You see contempt (for you did say contempt) 

—Contempt for you in ! I wcuild pluck it oH 
And cast it from me !—but iiu- -no, you’ll not 
Rc}.>cat that?—will you, Mildied, repeat that? 

AfiL Dear Henrj — 

Mer. I was scarce a boy—e’cjn now 

AVliat am I more ? And you weie infantine 
When first I met you—why, youi nair fell loose* 

On ojtheasule !—my fool’s cdieck reddens now 
Oijjly in the iccalling how it burned 
That morn to see <he shape of many a dream 
—You know we boys are prodigal of cliarms 
To her we dream of—I had heard of one, 

Had dreamed of her, and I w^as close to hei, 

Might speak to her, might live and die her own, 

Who knew'^—I sjioke—Gh, Mildred, feel yon nor 
That now, wdiilc I remember every glance 
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Of yours, each word of yoursy with power to test 
And weigh them in tlie diamond scales of Trido, 
Resolved the treasure of a fust and last 
Heart's love shaU have been bartered at its Wf)iLlij 
—Tliat now I think upon your puiity 
And utter ignorance of guilt—youi own 
Or other’s guilt—the girlish undisguised 
Delight at a strange novel pri/e—(I (.ill; 

A silly language, ljut interpret, >011 !) 

If I, with fancy at its full, and reason 
Scarce in its germ, enjoined you seciecy, 

If you had pity on my pas'sion, pily 
On my protested sicknes', o( tlie soul 
To sit beside you, lieai yriii br<.nllie, and ual li 
Your eyelids and the cjts benealh—if joii 
Accoided gifts and kiuw not llu) wen gift >— 

If I grew mad at hi".! with onlei prise 

And must beliold my buauly 111 liei bowei 

Or perish—(I was ignoiant of even 

My own desires—what then were you?) if soriow — 

Sin—if the end came -must I now lenoiince 

My reason, blind niysclf to hgbl, say liiitli 

Is false and he to God and my own soul ? 

Contempt wore all of tins ! 

Do )oi' helicve . , . 

Or, Henry, I’ll not wrong you—you believe 
That I was ignorant. 1 scarce grieve o’er 
The past! We'll love on—you will love me still ! 

Afer. Oh, to love less wluit one has injured ! D<'ve, 
Whose pinion I have rashly hurt, my breast— 

Shall my heait’s warmth not nurse thee into streiigtli ^ 
Flower I have crushed, shall I not care for thee ? 
Bloom o’er my crest my fight-mark and device ! 
Mildied, I love you and you love me ! 

Ah/. Go! 

Be that your last word. I shall sleep to-night. 
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Jl/fr. This is not our last-snectins;? 

Mi/. One night more. 

Afej'. And then—think, tlien ! 

J/;'. Then, no sweet courtbhip-days. 

No dawning con^ciousne-ts of love for us, 

No strange and j) Ipitating biiths of sense 

From words and v^oks, no innocent fears and hopes, 

licservcs and confidences : morning's over ’ 

Afar. How else should hive’s perfected noontide 
follow ? 

All the dawn promised shall the clay pcrfoim. 

Afi/. So may it he ! but- 

You are cautious, lovc^ 

Aic sure that unobserved >nii sceded the walls ? 

A/cr, Oh, tiiisl me ' I'hen our final meeting’s fixed? 
To-niorrow night ? 

Mf/. I'arowoll ’ Slay, Ilcniy . . . whcrefiire ^ 

Ills foot IS on the yew-tiee bough--the luif 
Receivesi him—now the moonlight as he urns 
Embraces him—but he must go—is gone— 

Ah, once again he turns — thanks, thanks, my lo\c ! 

He’s gone—Oh, I’ll believe him eveiy word I 
I was so young —1 lined him so—I h.ul 
No mother—God forgot me—and I fell. 

There may be pardon yet— all’s doubt beyond. 

Surely the bit lei ness of dcilh i'» p.'st ! 


ACT 11. 

Scent — 'J7ie Ltbiaty. 

Enter Lord Trksiiam hastily. 

This way—In, Gerard, quick ! 

[As Gerard entersy Tresham secures the door. 

Now speak I or, wait—> 
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I’ll bid you speak directly. [Sea^T himself. 

Now repeat 

Firmly and circumstantially the tale 

You’ve just now told me ; it eludes me ; either 

I did not listen, or the half is gone 

Away from me—How long have you lived hert* ? 

Heie in my house, }nur father kept oiii woods 
lie foie you ^ 

Ger. —As his father did, my lord. 

1 have been eating st\.ly years, almost, 

Your bread. 

Tre^h. Ves, >es—You ever were (‘fall 
Tlie seivants in rny father's hou-.e, I know, 

The trusted one. Vou'll speak the truth. 

Ger. I'll speak 

f lod’s truth : night aftoi night . . 

Tic’ih. Since when ^ 

Gc 7 -. At Icaa*^ 

A month—each midnight has some man acces-. 

To Lady Mildred’s chamber. 

Tres/i, Tii'.h, “access’’— 

No wide words like “acces-," to me ! 

Ger, I To runs 

Along ll*e woodside, crosses to the soutli. 

Takes t^c left tree that ends the avenue . . . 

' Ttesh, The last great yew-tioe ? 

Ger, A'ou might stand upon 

The main boughs like a platform . . . Then he . . . 

I'resh, Quick! 

Ger, , . . Climbs up, and, where they lessen at the top, 

'—I cannot see distinctly, but he throws, 

I think—for this I do not vouch—a line 
That reaches to the Eady’s casement— 

Tresh, —Which 

He enters not! Gerard—some wretched fool 
Dares pry into nw sister’s privacy ! 

' 7 
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When such are young, it seems a precious thing 
To have approached,—to merely have approached. 

Got sight of, the abode of her they set 

Their frantic IhcDughts upon ! He docs not enter ? 

Gerard ? 

6Vr, Ther is a lamp t1iat*s full in the midst, 

Under a red square in the painted glass 
Of Lady Mildied’s . - . 

Tresh. Lease that name out ! Well ? 

That lamp ? 

Ger, —Is moved at midnight higher up 

To one pane—a small dark-blue pane—he waits 
For that among the lioiighs ; at sight of that, 

I see him, plain as I see you, my kird, 

Open the Lady’s casement, enter lliere . . , 

Tresk, —And sla} ? 

Get. An hour, luu lionrs. 

Tresk. And this you saw 

Once ?—tu ice ?—quu k ' 

Ger. ' Twenty times. 

Tresh, And wliat brings you 

Under the yew-trees ? 

Ger, The first n'ght I left 

My range so far, to track the straiigei ^tag f 
That broke the pale, I saw the man. ® 

Tresh. Yet st_ t 

No crojs-bow shaft thro’ the marauder ? 

. Ger, But 

ile came, my lord, the first time he was seen, 

In a great moonlight, light as any da}, 

/'rom Lady Mildred’s chamber. 

Tresh. {after apaitse.'\ You have no cause— 

—Who could have cause to do my sister wrong? 

Ger, Oh, iny lord, only once—let me this once 
Speak what is on my mind ! Since first I noted 
All this, I’ve groaned as if a fiery net 
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Plucked me this way and that—fire, if I turned 
To her, fire if I turned to you, and fire, 

If down I fiung myself and strove to die. 

The lady could not have been seven years old 
When I was tnisted to conduct her s.afc 
Thro* the deer-herd to stroke the snow-white fawn 
I brought to eat bread from her tiny hand 
Within a month. She ever had a smile 
To greet me with—she ... if it could undo 
What*s done to lop each limb from oft this trunk . . . 
All that IS foolish talk, not fit for you— 

1 mean, I could not speak and bring her hurt 
For IIeavcn*s compelling : but when I w.is fixed 
To hold my peace, each morsel of your tood 
Eaten beneath your loof, my birth-place too, 

Choked me. I wish I had grown mad in doiilit-. 

What it behoved me do. This niovn it seemed 
Either I must confess to you, or die : 

Now it is done, I seem the vilest worm 
That crawls, to have betrayed my Lady ! 

Tresk, No— 

No—Gerard ! 

Ger, Let me go ' 

Tresk? A nnn, you say— 

^Vhat lAan ^ Young ^ Not a vulgar hind? What 
dress ? 

Ger, A shiiiched hat and a Large dark foreign cloak 
Wraps his whole form : even his face is hid ; 

But I should judge him young; no hmd, be sure I 

Tresk, WTiy? 

Ger, He is ever armed : his sword projects 

Beneath the cloak. 

7'resh, Gerard,—I will not say 

No word, no breath of this ! 

Ger. Thanks, thanks, my lord I 

\_G 0 e 5 , 
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[Tresham paces the room. After a fause^ 

Oh, thought’s absurd !—as with some monstrous fact 
That, when ill thoughts beset us, seems to give 
Merciful God tint made the sun and stars 
The waters anti 'he green delights of earth, 

The lie ! I apprehend the monstrous fact— 

Yet know the Maker of all worlds is good, 

And yield my reason up, inadequate 
To reconcile what yet I do behold— 

Blasting my sense ! There’s cheerful day outside— 

This is my library—and this the chair 
My father used to sit in carelessly, 

After his soldier-fashion, wlnle I stood 
Between his knees to question him— and licre, 

Gerard, our gray retainer,—as he sajs, 

Fed with our food fiom sire to son an age,— 

Has told a story—I am to believe ! 

That Mildred . . . oh, no, no ’ both tales are true, 

Her pure check’s story and the forester’s ! 

Would she, or could she, err—much less, confound 
All guilts of treachery, of craft, of . . . Heaven 
Keep me within its hand ’—I will sit here 
Until thought settles and I see my course. 

Avert, oh God, only this wt>c from me ! ' 

[As he sinks hn head between his arms ^he icdde, 
Guendolen’s zvice /j hea^d at the door. 

Ford Tresham ! [She knocks.] Is Lord Tresham there? 
[Tresham, hastily tnmiHg, pulls down the first book 
* above him and opens it, 

Tresh. Come in ! [She enters. 

Ah, Guendolen—good morning. 

Guen, Nothing more ? 

Tresh. What should I say mote ? 

Guen. Pleasant question ! more ? 

This more ! Did I besiege poor Mildred’s brain 
Last night till close on morning with Earl ”— 
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“The Earl”—whose worth did I asseverate 
Till I am very fain to hope that . . . Thoiold, 

What IS all this ? You arc not well ! 

Tf€sb. ^Vh(), I ? 

\ oil lauj;h at me. 

• Gueh, n.is what I'm f.uii to hope 

Arrived, then ? Does that huge tome show *-01110 hloL 
In the Earl's ’scutcheon come no hmger back 
Than Arthur's time ? 

Tresk» Wlien left you Mildred’s chamber ? 

Giien. Oh late enough, I told you ! The mam thing 
To ask is, how I left her chambei, -sure, 

Content yourself, she’ll grant this paiagon 
Of Earls no such ungracious . . . 

Tres/i. Send lici here ! 

Guen. Thorold ' 

Trtsh, I mean—au[iunnt her, Guendolen, -• 

—But mildly! 

Guen. Mildly ? 

Tfesh. Ah, you guess’d aright! 

I^ani not well—there is no hiding it. 

But tell her I would see her at her leisure— 

That is, at once ' here in the T.ihrary ! 

The passage in that old Itfilian book 
We hunted for so long is foiiiul, say,—found— 

^ And if 1 let it slip again . . . you see, 

That she must come—and instantly ! 

Gtten. I’ll die 

Viecemeal, record that, if theic have not gloomed 
Some blot 1’ the ’scutclicon ! 

Tresk. Go ! or, Guendolen, 

Be you at call,—with Austin, if you choose,— 

In the adjoining gallery—Theie, go ’ [Guendolen ^ocs. 
Another lesson to me ! you might bid 
vA child di^uise his heart’s sore, and conduct 
Some sly mvestigation point by point 
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With a smooth brow, as well as bid me catch 
The inquisitorial cleverness some prai.se ! 

If you had told me yesterday, “ There’s one 
“You needs must circumvent and practise with, 

“ Entrap by policic.s, if you would worm 

“The truth out- 'ud that one is—Mildred !” There—' 

'riiere—reasoning; is thrown aw ay on it! 

I’njvc she’s unchaste % . . why you may after prove 
That she’s a poisoner, tiaitress, what you W'lll ' 

Where 1 can compiehend noiij^lu, noiijjht's to say, 

Or do, or think I Force on me but the first 
Abomination,—then outpour all plagues, 

And I shall ne’er mahe count of tlicin ! 

Mildrei'). 


J/^/, Wliat btjok 

Is It I wanted, Thorold? (jucndolen 
Thoin>ht yiHi w'ere pale -you are not pale ! That book ? 
That’s Latin surely • 

Trc^h Mildred—hc're’s a line— 

(Don’t lean on me—I'll Enj^lish it for you) 

“ Iwove conquers all things.” What love conquers them? 
What love should you esteem—liest love? 

Ahi. Truq lovi*. 

'J'icsh, I nvan, and shouul lia\e said, w'ho'.^ love is 
best 

Uf all that love or th.it profess to love? 

A/iI. The list’s so long—tla-rc’s f.tther’s, mother’s, 
husband’s . . . 

Ttesk. Mildred, I do believe a brother’s love 
For a sole sister must exceed them all ! 

For see now, only see ! there’s no alloy 
Of earth that creeps into the perfect’s! gold 
Of other lovis—no gratitude to claim ; 

You never gave her life—not even aught 
That keeps life—never tended her, instructed, 
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Enriched her—so your love can claim no right 
O’er hers save pure love’s claim—that’s what I call 
Freedom from eartliliness. You’ll never hope 
To Ije such friends, for instance, she and you. 

As when you hiintcci cowslips in the woo(Js, 

Or played together in the jiicadow hay. 

Oh yes—with ago, respect comes, and your worth 
Is felt, there’s growing syinpathy of tastes. 

There’s ripened friendship, there’s conhrincd esteem, 
—Much head these in.ihc* against the now comer ! 
The startling apparition—the strange youth - 
Whom one half-hour’s conversing with, or, say, 

Mere gazing at, shall change (beyond .ill cliaiige 
This Ovid ever sang about !) your soul 
. . - //ersoulf that is,—tlie sister’s soul ' WiLli her 
’Twas winter yesterday ; now, all is warmth. 

The ^reen leaf’s springing and the,turtle’s voice, 

" Arise and come away ! ” Come whither ?—far 
Enough from the esteem, respect, and all 
The brother’s somevvliat insignificant 
Array of rights ! all which he knows before— 

Has calculated on so long ago 1 

I think such love, (apart from yours and mine,) 

Contented with its little term of life, 

intenepng to retire betimes, aware 

How soon the back-ground must be place for it, 

, I think, am sure, a brother’s love exceeds 
All the w'orld’s loves in its unworldlincss. 

Jl'/i/, What is this for ? 

Tresk, This, Mildred, is it for ' 

Oh, no, I cannot go to it so soon 1 
That*s one ol many points my haste left out— 

Bach day, each hour throws forth its silk-slight film 
Between the being tied to you by birth, 

And you, until those slender threads compose 
A web that shrouds her daily life of ho^X's 
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And fears and fancies, all her life, from yours— 

So close you live and yet so far apart! 

And must I rend this web, tear u]i, break down 

The sweet and palpitating mystery 

That makes her tiered? You—for you I mean, 

Shall I speak—s«’ dl I not s]K‘ak ? 

Mil Speak' 

I will 

Is there a -.hjrj nicn could—any man 
Could tell of you, you would conceal from me ? 
ril never think there’s falsehood on that li[) ’ 

Say, "Theie is no such story men could tell,” 

And I'll believe you, Iho’ I disbclit'\e 

The world . . . the world of belter men than T, 

And women such as I suppose you—Speak ! 

\After apau:tel\ Not .speak? Explain then ! clear it up, 
then ' Move 

Some of the miserable weight away 

That presses lower than Ihe grave ' Not speak ^ 

Some of the dead weight, MiUhed ! Ah, if I 
Could bring myself to plainly make I heir cliarge 
Against you ’ Must I, Mildred ? Silent .still ^ 

\ After a Is there a gallant that has night by mgiit 

Admittance to your chamber? , 

\_A/ter apoitselX Then, his name ' , 

Till now, I only had a thought for you— 

But now,—his name ! 

Mil, ^ Thnrolcl, do you devise 

Fit; cxjDiation for my guilt, if fit 
I'herc be ! ’tis nought to say that I'll endure 
And bless you,—that my spirit yearns to purge 
Her stains off in the fierce renewing lire—■ 

But do not plunge me into other guilt! 

Oh, guilt enough I I cannot leli his namd. 

Ttesh, Then judge yourself! How should I s\ct ? 
Pronounce! 
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Oh, Thonild, you must never tempt me llms*! 

Tu die here in this di.imbcr by that sword 
Would seem like punishment—so should I j^lidc, 

Like an arch-cheat, into extremest bliss ’ 

’Twere easily arranged for me ' but you — 

What would become of you ? 

Tresh. Aiifl whril will now 

Become of me? I'll hide }our shame and mine 
From every eye ; the dead must lieaxe their hearts 
Under the marble of our chapel-floor ; 

They cannot rise and blast you ' ^'ou may wed 
Youi paramour above our molher's tomb ; 

Our mother cannot move from ’neaih your fool. 

We two will somehow weai this one day out 
But with to-moirow ha-.tens here—the h^irl ' 

The youth without suspicion that faces come 
I'rom Heaven, and hearts fioin . . . whence pujcocd 
such hearts ? 

I have desjDatched last night at your command 
A missive bidding bim present himself 
To-morrow here—thus much is said—the rest 
Is understood :is if’twere written down— 

“Ills Sint finds favour in your ejes,’’—now dielale 
This morning’s letter lh.it sh.dl counlermand 
Last night’s—do dictate that ’ 

J\ni, Bivl, Tlioiold—ii 

1 will receive him as I snd? 

Ti^esk, The Earl.^ 

liJiL I will rocci\c him ! 

Tresh. \Stariui^ up.\ Ho there ' Giiendolen I 
CUENtlOI.EN aW Aus'II.N CHUr. 

And, Austin, you aic welcome too J Look thcie ! 

The w'oman there ! * 

Aus, <Sr* Gum. How ? Mildred? 

Tresh. 


Mildred once 1 
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Now the receiver night by night, when sleep 
Blesses the inmates of her father’s house, 

—I say* the soft sly wanton that rereives 
Her guilt’s accom])I]cc ’neath this roof which Loitl-, 
You, Guendolen, Austin, and has held 
A thousand Treshin s—never one like her ! 

No lighter of the signal lanij) her quick 
Foul breath near quenches in hot eagerness 
To mix with breath as foul ’ no loosener 
Of the lattice, practised in the stcaltliy tre.id. 

The low voice and the noiseless coine-and-go ! 

Not one composer of the Bacchant’s mien 
Into—what you thought Mildred's, in a woid ! 

Know her! 

Guen. Oh, Mildred look to me, at least ! 
Thorold—she’s dead, I’d say, but that she stands 
Rigid as stone and winter ! 

Tresh. You have heard . . . 

Guen, Too much ! you must proceed no further ! 
Mtl. Ye*. 

Proceed—All’s truth ! (jo from me ! 

Tf'esh. All is truth. 

She tells you ! W'cll, you know', or ought to know. 

All this I would forgive in Jiei. I’d con 

Each precept the harsh w'orld cnjoins, I’d lake ^ 

Our ancestors* stein verdicts one by one, 

I’d bind myself before them to exaci 
The prescribed vengeance—and one word of hers, 
The’'sight of her, the bare least memory 
Of Mildred, my one sister, my heart’s piide 
Above all prides, my all in all so long. 

Had scattered every trace of my resolve ! 

What were it silently to waste away 
'‘And see her waste away from this day forth. 

Two scathed things with leisure to repent, 

And grow acquainted with the grave, and die. 



•A BLOT IN THE ’SCUTCHEON. 91 

V 

Tired out if not it peace, and be forgotten ? 

It were not so impossible to bear ! 

But this—that, fresh from last night’s pledge renewed 
Of love with the successful gallant there, 

She’ll calmly bid me helj) her to entire, 

Inveigle an unconscious trusting youth 

Who thinks her all that’s chaste, and got'd, and puic, 

—Invite me to betiay him . . . who so fit 
As honor’s self to cover shame’s arch-dred ^ 

—That she’ll receive Lord Mertoun—(her own phrase)— 
This, who could bear ? Why, you have heanl of thieves, 
^ Slabbers, the eaith’s disgrace—who yet have laughed, 
“Talk not of tortures to me—I'll betray 
“No comrade I’ve pledged faith to ’ ”—you have heard 
Of wretched w’«>men—all l)ut Mildreds*—lied 
By wild illicit lies to losels vile 
You’d tempt them to forsake ; and tiicy’ll reply 
“ Gold, friends, repute, I left for him, I have 
“In him, why sliouJcl I lease him then for golrl, 

“ Repute, or friendb?”—and you ha\c felt your heart 
Respond to such poor outcasts of the world 
As to so many fi lends ; bad as you please, 

You’ve felt they were God’s men and women still. 

So Slot to be disowned by you ! but she, 

Thibt stands there, calmly gives her lover up 
As means to wed the Earl that she may hide 
Their intercourse the surclier ! and, for this, 

I curse her to her face before )ou all! 

Shame hunt her from the earth ' Then Heaven do right 
To both I It liears me now—shall judge her then ! 

[As MiLl^KKDfattits and falls ^ Tkksham t-ushes out. 

Aits. Stay, Ticsham, we’ll accompany you ! 

Guen. ^ , \Vc ^ 

What, and leave Mildred? We? why, where’s my place 
But by her side, and where’s youis but by mine ? 

Mildied—one woid- only look at me, then I 
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Aus. No, Guciidolen ! I echo Thorold’s voice I 
She IS unworthy Lo behold . . . 

GueN, Ubtwo? 

If you spoke on reflet tion, and if I 
Approved your speecii —if you (lo put the thiii'^; 

At k’lwest) you, the so.dicr, bound to make 
The King’s cause yours, and fight for it, and throw 
Regard to others of its right or wrong, 

—If with a death-white woman y<ju can help, 

Let alone sister, let alone a Mildred, 

You left her—or if I, her cousin, friend 
This morning, playfellow but yesterday, 

Who've said, or thought at least a thousand times, 

“ I’d serve you if I could,'* should now face round 

And say, “ Ah, that’s to only signify 

** I’d serve yon while you’ie fit to serve jourseh— 

“ So long as fifty eyes avi'nil the tiiin 

Of yours to forestall its yet half-formed wish, 

“ I’ll proffer my assistance you’ll not need— 

“ When every tongue is praising you. I’ll join 
“ The praisers’ choru'i—when you're hemmed about 
** With lives between you and detraction—lives 
“To be laid down if a rude voice, rash eye, 

“ Rough hand should violate the sacred ring 
“ Their w'orship throws about you,—then ifideed, 

“ Who’ll stand up for you stout as 1 ? ” If so 
We said and^so we did,—not Mildred there 
W0UI4 be unworthy to behold us both, 

But We should be unworthy, both of us. 

To be beheld by—by—your meanest dog, 

Which, if that sword were broken in your lare 
Before a crowd, that badge torn off your breast, 
And you cast out with hootings ,^nd contempt, 

—Would push his way thro’ all the hooters, gain 
Your side, go off with you and all your shame 
To the next ditch you chose to die in 1 Austin, 
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Do you love me? Here's Austin, Mildred,—here’s 
Your brother .says he does not believe half— 

No, nor half that—of all he heard ! He says, 

Look up and take his hand ! 

Look up and take 

My hand, dear Mildred ! 

Mi/. I I was so young ! 

Beside, I loved him, Thoiold—and I h.i<l 
No mother—God forgot me—so I fell ’ 

Guen. Mildred ! 

Afil. Require no further ! Did I dream 

That I could palliate what is done? AH'i true. 

Now, punish me ’ A woman trikes my hand ! 

Let go Tny liand ! You do not know, I sec— 

I thought that Thoiold told \uu. 

Giien. What is this ^ 

Where start you to > 

yl/z/. Oh Austin, loosen me ’ 

You heard the whole of it—ytnir eyes were woise, 

In thcir surprise, than Thorolds ! Oh, unless 

You stay to execute his sentence, loose 

My hand • Has Thorold gone, and arc you here ? 

Guen. Here, Mildred, v.e two fiiends of yours will wait 
Yoftr bidding ; be you silent, sleep or muse ! 

OnJy, when you shall want your bidding done, 

How can we do it if wo are not by ? 

Here’s Austin waiting patiently your will ! 

One spirit to command, and one to love 

And to believe in it and do its best, 

poor as that is, to help it—why, the world 

Has been won many a time, its length and breadth, 

By just such a beginning ! 

Mil. % I believe 

If once I threw my arms about your neck 
And sunk my head upon your breast, that I 
Should weei^ again 1 
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Oueft. Let go her hand now, Austin. 

Wait for me.—Pare the gallery and think 
On the world's seemings and realities 
Until I call you. [Austin 

Mil. N-’*—I cannot weep ! 

No more tears from t 'us brain—no sleep—no tears ! 

O Guendolcn, I love you ! 

Giten. Yes : and “ love ** 

Is a short word that says so very miu h ! 

It says that you confide in me. 

Mil. Confide! 

Gven. Your lover’s name, then ! I’ve so much to 
learn, 

Ere I can work in your behalf! 

Mil. My friend, 

You know I cannot tell his name. 

Gtten. At least 

He rr your lover ? and you love him loo i* 

Mil. Ah, do you .ask me that?—but I am fallen 
So low! 

Gnen. You love him still, then ? 

Mil. My sole pre^p 

Against the guilt tliat crushes me ! I say. 

Each night ere I he dowm, “ 1 was so yoiinj^— , 

** I had no mother—and I loved him so ! ” t 

And then God seems indulgent, rand J dare 
Trust him n\y soul in sleep. 

Gti^tt. How could you let us 

E’en talk to you about Lord Mertoun then } 

Mil. Thdrc is a cloud around me. 

Gttcn. But you said 

You would receive his suit in spite of this ? 

Mil. I say there is a cloud . ^ . 

Guen, No cloud to me I 

Lord Mertoun and your lover are the same ! 

Mil. What maddest fancy . . . 
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Cnen. \€allingaloud.\ Austin ! (Spare your pains— 
When I have got a truth, that tiuth I keep)— 

Mil, By all you love, sweet Guendolen, forbear 1 
Have I confided in you . , , 

Gven, Just for this I 

Austin !—Oh, not to guess it at the first! 

But I guess it—that is, I divined— 

Felt by an instinct bow it was—wliy else 
Should I pronounce you free from all tliat he:tp 
()f sins which had been irredeemable ? 

I felt they were not yours—what other way 
Than this, not yours ? The secret’s wholly mine I 
Afil. If you vrould see me die before Ins face , . . 
Gtien I’d hold my peace ! And if the Earl returns 
To-night I 

Mii, Ah, Heaven, he’s hfst' 

Gueu, I thought so ! Austin 1 

Knlei AusiiN'. 

Oh, where have you been hiding ? 

Atis, Thorold’s gone, 

I know not how, across the mcadow-Und. 

I watched him till I lost him in the skirts 
Of tlie beech-wood. 

Gtxn, Gone ? All thwarts us ! 

Mil, Thorold too ? 

Guen, I have thought First lead this Mildred to her 
room. 

Go on the other side : and then we’ll seek 
Your brother; and I’ll tell you, by the way, 

The greatest comfort in the world. Vou said 
There was a clew to all. Remember, sw'ect, 

He said there was a clew \ I hold it. Come 1 
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ACT III. 

Scene I.— The t/Kf of the Y£ii)-t}ee Avenue under 
MiLi)Ri:o'b 71'- idow^ A ^cen thtough a central 
red pane. 

Enter Tri-mia'm /kioit(^/t the tnw. 

Again here ! Hut I cannot lose iny^-elf. 

The heath—the orchard—I have travelsed gla<les 
And dells and bosky paths which used to lead 
Into green wild-vood depths, bewildering 
My boy’s advcnliirous step ; and now tliey tend 
Hither or soon or late ; the bl.u kest shade 
Breaks up, ihe thronged trunks of the trees ope uide, 
And the dim tiiriet I ha\e lied from rronl> 

Again my step; the very livcr [jut 
Its arm about me and conducted me 
To this detested spot. ^Vhy then, I'll shun 
Their will no longer—do jour will with me ! 

Oh, bitter * To have reared a towering scJiemo 
Of happiness, and to behold it razed, 

Were nothing : all men hope, and .see then hopes 
Frustrate, and grieve awliile, and hope anew • < 

But I ... to hope that from a line like oui>> t 
No horrid prodigy like this would sp^ mg, 

Were just a^ though I hoped that from these old 
Confederates against the sovereign day. 

Children of older and yet older sires 
(Whose living coral berries dropped, as now 
On me, on many a baron’s surcoat once, 

On many a beauty’s wimple) would proceed 
No poison-trcc, to thrust, fromcllell its root, 

Hither and thither its strange snaky arms. 

Why came I here ? Wliat must I do ?— [A bell strides, 

A bell ? 
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Midnight I and ’tis at midnight . . . Ah, I catch 
—Woods, river, plains, I catch your meaning now, 

And I obey you ! Hist * This tree will serve ! 

[I/i! retires behind one of the trees. After a fause^ 

enter Mertoun cloaked as before, 
Mer, Not time ! Be.it out thy last voluptuous beat 
Of hope and fear, my heart! I thought the clock 
In the chapel struck as I was pushing thro* 

The ferns. And so I shall no more see rise 
My love-star ! Oh, no matter for the past! 

So much the more delicious task to see 
Mildred revive : to pluck out, thorn by thorn, 

All traces of the rough forbidden path 
My rash love lured her to ' liac h day must see 
Some fear of hers effaced, some hope renewed ! 

Then there will be surprises, uniorcseeii 
Delights in store. I’ll not regret the past! 

YJ'he I\^ht IS placed ahot*e in the purple pane. 
And see, my signal rises ! Mildred’s star ! 

1 never saw it lovelier than now 
It rises for the last lime ! If it sets, 

*Tis that the re-assiinng sun may dawn ! 

\_As he prepaies to as/end the Iasi tieeof the avenue^ 
Tresuam anest\ hi\ arm. • 

UnhaAd me—peasant, by your grasp I Here’s gold. 
/Twas^a mad freak of mine. I said I’d pluck 
A branch from the wdnle-blossomed shrub beneath 
The casement there ! Take this, and hold your peace. 

Tresh. Into the moonlight yonder, come with me ' 

—Out of the shadow ! 

Mer. I am armed, fool ! 

Tresh. Yes, 

Or no ?—You’ll come into the light, or no ? 

My hand is on your throat-*-refuse !— 

Mer. That voice! 

Where have I heard . , . no—that was mild and slow. 

8 
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I’ll come with you ! [ They advance, 

Tresh, You’re armed—that’s well. 

Your name—who are you ? 

Mcr. (Tresham !—she is lost!) 

7 resh. Oh, sih'r.t ? Do you know, you bear yourself 
Exactly as, in curio s dreams I’ve had 
How felons, this wild earth is full of, look 
^ When they’re detected, still your kind has looked ! 

' The bravo holds an assured countenance, 

The thief IS voluble and plausible, 

But silently the slave of lust has crouched 
W^hen I have fancied it before a man ! 

Your name? 

Mer, I do conjure Lord Tresham—ay, 

Kissing his foot, if so I might pic vail— 

That he for his own s«ike forbear to ask 
My name ! As I leaven’s above, his future weal 
Or woe depends upon my silence ! \^ain ! 

I read your white inexorable face ! 

Know me. Lord Tresham ! \//c throws off hts dh^dses, 
Tredi, Mertoun ! 

\ After a pause, ^ Draw now ! 

Mer, flear me 

speak first! 

Tresh, Not one least word on j our life 1 

Be sure that I will strangle in your throat 
The least word that informs me how you live 
And yet sefem what you seem ! No doubt *twas you 
Taught Mildred still to keep that face and sin 1 
We should join hands in frantic sympathy 
If you once taught me the unteachable, 

Explained how you can live so, and so lie ! 

^With God’s help I retain, despite my sense, 

‘‘ The old belief—a life like yoiirs is still 
impossible I Now draw I 
A/Jfr. 


Not for my sake. 
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Do I entreat a hearing—for your sake, 

And most, for her sake ! 

Tre^h* Ka, ha, what should I 

Know of your ways ? A miscreant like yourself, 

How must one rouse his ire ?—A blow ?—that's pride 
No doubt, to him ! one spurns him, does one not? 

Or sets the foot upon hi^ mcnith—or spits 
Into his f.ice ' Come—which, or all of these? ^ 

’Twixt linn, and me, and Mildied, Heaven be 
judge • 

Can I avoid this? Have your will, iny I.ord ! 

[//t? draws^ aud^ ajtcr a fsw passes^ falls, 
Tresh. You are not hurl ? 

Mer, Vim’ll hear me now I 

Tresh. But rise ! 

Alt')'. All, Tresham, ^i\y I nor “you’ll hear me now !” 
And what procures a man tlie right to speak 
In his defence tx'fovc his fellow-man, 

But—I suppose—the thought that presently 
He may have leave to speak beJoie ins God 
His whole defence ? 

7 'resk. Not hurl ? It cannot be ! 

You made no efforl to resist 1110, Where 

Did my sword reach you ^ Why not have returned 

My thrusts ? Hurt where ? 

ATer, My lord— 

Ti'csh. How young he is ! 

Mer. Lord Tresham, I am very young, and yet 
I have entangled other lives w'lth mine. 

Do let me speak—and do believe my speech. 

That when I d>e before you presently,— 

Tresh, Can you stay here till I return with help ? 

Mer. Oh, stay by me ! When I was less than boy 
I did you grievmus wrong, and knew it not— 

Upon my honc'‘r, knew it not! Once known, 

1 could not find what seemed a better way 
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To right you than I took : my life—you feel 
How less than nothing had been giving you 
The life yuiiVe laken ! But I thought my way 
The better—only for your sake and hers. 

And as you liAve dt'^ded otherwise, , 

Would I had an infr'ity of lives 

To oher you !—now say—instruct me—tliink ! 

Can you from out tlie inmulcs I have loft 
Kke out my rcpaiaiion? Oh—think—think ! 
yor I must wring a partial—dare I say, 

Forgiveness fiom you, ere I die? 

y'n's/i. I do 

Forgive you. 

Aler. Wait and ponder that great word ! 

Because, if you forgive me, I shall hope 
To speak to you of—Mildred ' 

Ttesh, Mertoun,—haste 

Arucl anger have undone us. *Tis not you 
Should tell me for a novelty you’re young— 
Thoughtless—unable to recall the past 1 
Be but your pardon ample as my own ! 

Mer, Ah, Trcsham, that a sword-stroke and a drop 
Of blood or two, should bung all this about 1 
W^hy, ’twas my very fear of you—my love 
Of you—(what passion’s like a boy’s for one • 
lake you ?)—that ruined me ! I dreamed of you- * 
You, all accomplished, courted cver^ where, 

The scholar and the gentleman. I burned 
To Wnit myself to you—but I was young, 

And your surpassing reputation kept me 
So far aloof—oh, wherefore all tliat Jove? 

With less of love, my glorious yesterday 
^f praise and gentle words and kindest looks, 

Had taken place perchance sftt months ago ! 

Even now—^how happy we had been ! And yet 
1 know the thought of this escaped you, Tresham ! 
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Let me look up into your face—I feel 

’Tis changed above me—yet my eyes are ghized. 

Where? where? 

[^s ke endeavours to rat sc htmself^ his eye catches the 
lamp. 

Ah, Mildred ’ Wluit will Mildred do? 
Tresham, her life !•> Ijound up in the hie 
That’s bleeding fast away !—I'll live—must live. 

There ! if you’ll only turn me I shall live 

And save her 1 Tresham—oh, liad you hut heard ' 

Had you but ht'ard ’ Wliat right have you to set 
The thoughtless foot upon her life and nunc, 

And then say, as wc pcri>h, “ I fad I thought, 

“ All had gone otherwise.” We've sinned and die : 
Never you sin. Lord Tresham !—for you'll die, 

And God will judge you. 

Tresk. Ve^, be salished— 

That process is begun. 

A/er. And she sits there 

Waiting for me. Now, say you tins to her— 

You—not another—say, T saw him die 
As he breathed this—** I love hei ’'—(you don’t knciw 
What those three small words mean) say, lovdng her 
Lowers* me down the bloody slope to death 
With memoiics . . . T speak to her—not you, 

"Who had no pity--will have no remorse, 

Perchance intend her . . . Die along with me, 

Dear Mildied '---’tis so easy —and you’ll ’scape 
So much unkindncss ! Can I lie at rest, 

With rude sj^eech spoken to you, ruder deeds 
Done to you—heartless men to have my heart. 

And I tied down with gravc-^clothcs and the worm, 
Aware, perhaps, of every blow—Oh G(xl!— 

Upon those lips—yet of no pow'cr to tear 

The felon stripe by stripe ? Die, Mildred ! Leave 

Their honorable ^orl||l to them—for God 
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We’re good enough, tho’ the world casts us out! 

[A whistle is heard* 

Tresh* IIo, Get.ird! 

Enter Gerard, Ac .'J'IN, ami Guicndolen, with lights* 

No one speak ! you sec what’s done I 
I cannot bear another voice ! 

Met. There’s light— 

Light all about me and I move to it. 

Tresham, did I not tell yon—did you not 
Just promise to deliver worcL of mine 
To Mildred? 

Tresh. I will Ijcar tliosc woids to her. 

J\hr. Now? 

Tresk. Now ! l.ift }ou the body, Gerard, and leave me 
The liead. 

[As they hfT7>c half unscd Mfi-k he turns suddenly, 

Jilcr. I knew they turned me—turn me not from 
her! 

There ! stay you ! there ! [Dies. 

Guen* [aj/cr a fausi J Aii'>tin, remain you here 
With Thorold until Gerard coniti with help— 

Then lead him to Ins chamber. I must go 
To hfildred. 

Tresh, Gdcnrltden, I hear t ich word 
You utter—did you hear him bid me give 
His message? Did >ou hear my iiroinise? I, 

And only I, see Mildicd I 

Guen, Slie will die. 

Tresk, Oh no, she will not die ! 1 dare not hope 
She’ll die. What ground have you to think she’ll die ? 
Why, Austin’s with you ! 

Aus. Had we but arrived 

Before you fought I 

Tresh, There was no fight at all 1 

He let me slaughter him—the boy trust 



A* BLOT IN THE 'SCUTCHEON. 103 

The body there to you and Gerard—thus ! 

Now bear him on before me. 

Aus. Wluthei bear him ? 

Tresh, Oh, to luy chamber. When we meet there 
next, 

We shall be friends. 

f 7'hey bear out the body (^Mertoun. 
Will she die, Guendolcn? 

Guen, Where are you taking me ? 

Tresh. Tie fell just here ! 

Now answ'cr mo. Sliall you in yf>ur whtilc life 
--You who have nought to do with Mortoiin’s fate, 

Now you have scon his breast upon the turf, 

Shall you e’er walk this WMy if you can help ? 

When you and Austin wantler aim in arm 
Thro’ our ancestral giounds, will not a shade 
Be ever on the meadow and the wTaste— 

Another kind of shade than when the night 
Shuts the w'oodside with all its whispers up 1 
But will you ever so forget his breast 
As willingly to cross this bloody turf 
Under the black yew avenue? That's well I 
^'oll turn your head ! and I then ?— 

Gum, What is done 

Is donft ! My care is for the living. Thorold, 

Bear up against this burthen—more icmains 
To set the neck to ! 

7rcsk. Dear and ancient trees 

My fathers planted, and I loved so well ’ 

What have 1 done that, like some fabled crime 
Of yore, lets loose a fury leading thus 
Her miserable dance amidst you all ? 

Oh, never more for me shaH winds intone 
With all your tops a vast antiphony. 

Demanding and responding m God’s praise 1 
Hers ye are ncnit—^ot mine ! Farewell—Farewell! 
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Scene, II.—Mn deed’s Mildred 

He comes not ! I have heard of those who seemed 
Resourceless in prt'sperity,—you thought 
Sorrow might slay I hem when she listed—yet 
Did they so gather jp their diflused strength 
At her first menace, that they b,ide her strike, 

And stood and laughed her subtlest skill to scorn. 

Oh, ’tis not so wiili me ! the first woe fell, 

And the rest fall upon it, not on me : 

Else should I bear that Henry comes not ?—fails 
Just this fust night out of so many nights? 

Loving IS done with I Were he sitting now, 

As so few hours since, on that seal, we’d love 
No more—contrive no thousand happy ways 
To hide love from the loveless, any more ! 

I think I might have uffetd some little point 
In my defence, to Thortild ; he was breathless 
For the least hint of a defence ; but no ' 

The first shame over, all that would might fall. 

No Henry ! Yet I merely sit and think 

The morn’s deed o’er u’er. I must have crept 

Out of myself. A Mildied that has lost 

Her lover—oh, I dare not look ur'>on ' 

Such w'oe ! I crouch away from il ! ’Tis she, 

Mildred, will break her heart, not i ! The worhl 
Forsakes me—only Henry’s left me -left? 

When I have lost him, for he does not come. 

And I sit stupidly. . . . Oh Heaven, break up 
This worse than anguish, this mad apathy, 

By any means or any messenger ! 

Tresh, \wii/iouL'\ Mildred ! 

f* Mtl, Cfimc in 1 Heaven hears me ! 

[Tresham You? alone? 

Oh, no more cursing ! 

Tresh* Mildred, I mu^t si^ 
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There—you sit! 

A/t7. Say it, Thorolcl—do not look 

The curse—deliver all you come to say ! 

"yVhat must become of me? Oh speak that thought 
Which makes your brow and cheek so pale ! 

fresh. My thought ? 

Mil, All of It! 

Tre^h. How we waded—years ago — 

After those water-lilies, till the plash, 

I know not how, surprised us ; and you dared 
Neither advance nor tuin luck, so we stood 
laughing and crying until Geiard came— 

Once safe upon the turf, the loudest, too. 

For onre more reaching the rcliiupHshod prize ! 

How idle thoughts are—some men’s—dying men's ! 
Mildred,— 

MiL Voii call ine kindlier by my name 

Than even yesterday—what is in that ? 

'fresh. It weighs so much upon my mind lhat T 
This morning took an ottice not my own ! 

I might ... of course, I must be glad or gric\ed, 
Content or not, at every little thing 
That touches ycui—I m.ty with a wrung heart 
Even »eprove you, Mildred ; I did more— 

Will y«8u forgive me ? 

Ml!, Thorold ? do you mock ? . . . 

Or no. . and yet you bid me . . l say that word * 
7re^h, Forgiv'c me, Mildicd ’—arc you silent, sweet? 
MiL \stariing Why docs not Henry Mertoun 
come to-night ? 

Are youy too, silent ? 

\Dashing kis mantle aside, ana f>ointing to Ms scaJb- 
hardy which is emffy, • 

Ah, this speaks for you I 

You’ve murdered Henry Mertoun I now proceed 1 
What is it 1 mi^t pardon ? This and all ? 



. io6 A BLOT IN THE 'SCUTCHEON. 


Well, I do pardon you—I think I do. 

Thorold, how very wretched you must be ! 

Tre\h. He bade me toll you, . . . 

Mtl. What I do forbid 

Your utterance of ’ so much tliat you may tell 
And will not—hov you murdcicd him . . . but, no ! 
You’ll tell me that he loved me, never more 
Than bleeding; out his life there—must I say 
“ Indeed ” to Ih.il ? Enough ’ I pardon you ! 

Tresh, You cannot, Mildred ! for tlie harsh words, yes ; 
Of this last deed Another’s Judge—whose doom 
I wail in doubt, despondency, and fear, 

ATiL Oh true ! llitrc’s nought for me to pardon ! 

True ! 

You loosed my stuil of all its r.ucs at once— 

Death makes me sure id him for ever ' You 
Tell me his last words? He shall tell me them. 

And take my answer—not in words, but reading 
Himself tlio heart I had to icad him late, 

Which death . . . 

Tresh. Death ? you aie dying too ? Well said 

Of Guendolen ! I dared not iiopc you’d die— 

But she was sure of it. 

Ahl. Tell (luendoleij * 

I loved her, and tell Austin ... ' 

Trc'ih. . . . Him you loved— 

And Jjie ? 

AliL * All, Thorold ! was't not rashly done 
To quench that blood, on fire with youth and hope 
And love of me, whom you loved too, and yet 
Suffered to sit here waiting his approach 
While you were slaying him ? Oh, doubtlessly 
You let him s]>cak his poor cq;nfused boy/s-speech 
—Do his poor utmost to disarm your w'lath 
And respite me '—you let biin try to give 
The story of our loves, and ignoiancc^ ^ 
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And the brief madness, and the long despair— 

You let him plead all this, because your code 
Of honor bids you hear before you strike : 

But at the end, as he looked up for life 
Into your eyes—you struck him down ! 

Tre^k, No ! no ! 

Had I but heard him—^had I let him *;pcak 
Half the truth—less—had I looked long on him, 

' I had desisted I Why, as he lay there, 

The moon on his flushed cheek, I gathered all 
The story ere he told it! I saw thro’ 

The troubled surface of his crime and yours 
A depth of purity immoxahle ! 

Had [ but glanced, whcic all seemed turhidest 
Had gleamed some inlet to Ihc calm beneath ’ 

I would not glance---my puiii 1 lime ill’s 4 t hand. 

There, Mildred, is the truth ! and you—say on— 

You eurse me? 

As I dare apjiroach that Heaven 
\Vhich has not bade a living thing despair, 

Which needs no code to keep its grace from stain, 

But bids the vilest worm that turns on it 
Desist and be foigiven,--!- forgive not, 

But Mess yon, Thorohl, from my soul of souls ! 

* [A'<z//v his neck. 

There ! do not think Ifx* much upon the pa'll ’ 

The cloud that’s broke was all tlie same a cloud 
While It stood up betw'een my fiiend and ycai !* 

You hurt him ’neath its shadow—but is that 
So past retrieve ? I have Ins heart, you know— 

I may dispose of it—I give it you ! 

It loves you as mine loves ! Confirm me, Henry ! 

. iDies, 

Tre^h, I W'lsh thee joy, beloved ! I am glad 
In thy full gladness 1 

Guen, [without.^ Mildred ! Tresham t 
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\^Entering with Austin.] Thorold, 

I could desist no longer. Ah, she swoons ! 

That’s well— 

Tresk, Oh ! better far than that! 

Guen. She’s dead 1 

Let me unlock her arms ! 

Tresh, She threw them thus 

About my neck, and blessed me, and then died. 

—You’ll let them stay now, Gucndolen ! 

Aiis. Leave her 

And look to him ! What ails ymi, Tliorold ? 

Guen. White 

As she—and whiter ! Austin—c|ULck—this side ' 

Aus, A froth is oo/jng thro’ his clenched teeth— 

Both lips, where they're not bitten thro’, are black ! 
Speak, dearest Thorold ! 

Tresh. Something docs weigh down 

My neck beside her weight: thanks : I should fall 
But for you, Austin, I believe !—there, there— 

’Twill pass away soon !— ah, —I had forgotten— 

I am dying. 

Guea, Thorold—Thorold—w'hy w'as this ? 

Tie^h. I said, just as I drank (he poison oft’. 

The earth would be no longer earth to me, 

The life out of all life was gone fiom me ! 

There are blind w'ays provided, the foredone 
Heart-wesCry player in this pageant-world 
Driips Gift by, letting the mam masque defile 
By the conspicuous portal ;—I am through— 

Just through:— 

Guen, Don’t leave him, Austin ! death is close. 

Tresh, Already Mildred’s face is peaccfuller I 
I see you, Austin—feel you—ht re’s my hand. 

Put yours in it—You, Gucndolen, yours loo ! 

Youtc Lord and Lady now — You’re Treshams — Name 
And &me are yours—You hold our ’S<^utch^on up. 
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Austin, no Blot on it I You see how blood 
Must wash one blot away : the first blot came 
And the first blood came. To the vain world’s eye 
All’s gules again—no care to the vain world. 

From whence the red was drawn ! 

Am, No blot shall come ! 

Tresh, I said that—yet it did come. Should it come, 
Vengeance is (jod’s not man’s. Remember me ! 

[Dies, 

Guen, [letting fall the fulse/ess arw,] Ah, Thorold, 
we can but—remember you ! 
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ACT I. 

^forning. Scene —A corridor leading to the Atidienre- 
• chambe }. 

C^AUCEi.Mic, Clugnet, Mai'Fuoy, and other Courtiers, 
round Gujbkr'J', uuho is silently leading a papei as 
he drops it at the end — 

Gui. That this should be her birthday ; and the day 
We all invested her, twelve months ago, 

As the late Duke’s true heiress and our liege; 

And that this also must become the day . . . 

Oh, miserable lady ! , 

ist Court. Ay, indeed ? 

2 nd Court. Well, Guibcrt? 

jrd Court. JJut your news, my friend, your news 1 
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The sooner, friend, one leains Prince Berthold’s pleasuie, 
TJui better for us all: how writes the Prince? 

Give me—I’ll read it for the common good— 

Gui, In tiin-j, sir—but, till time comes, pardon me ! 
Our old Duke , iSt disclosed his child’s retreat, 

Declared her true succession to his rule, 

And died : this birthday was the day, last year, 

We convoyed her from Castle Kavestem— 

That sleeps out trustfully Us extreme age 
On the Meuse’ quiet bank, wheie she lived queen 
Over the water-buds,—to Juliers* Court 
With joy and bustle : here again we stand ; 

Sir Gaucelmo’s buckle’s toiisUiit to his cap— 

To-day’s much siic'li another sunny day ! 

Gau, Come, (luibcrt —this outgrows a jest, I think ! 
You’re hardly such a no\ue as to need 
The lesson, you pretend. 

Gm, Whril lesson, sir ? 

That everybody, if he’d thrive at court, 

Should, first and last of all, look to himself? 

Why, no : and therefore, with your goiKl example, 

(—llo, Master Adolf!)—to myself I’ll look. 

Entcf Adoli’. , 

Guu The Prince’s letter ; why, of all cl^e, 

Comes It to me ? 

Adolf. By virtue of your place, 

Sir Guibert ! *Twas the Prince’s express charge, 

Ilis envoy told us, that the missive there 
Shduld only reach our lady by the hand 
Of whosoever held your place. 

Gui. Enough ! [Adolf retires. 

.Then, gentles, who’ll accept a certain poor 
Indifferently honourable place. 

My friends, I make no doubt, have gnashed their teeth 
At leisure minutes these half-dozen ycprs, 
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To find me never in the mood to quit ? 

—Who asks may have it, with my blessing, and— 

Tkts to present our l.idy. Who’ll accept ? 

You,—you,—you ? There it lies, and may, for me I 
Jlfau, \a yon(h^ ;lnckm^ vp the paper^ jc’act\ aloud,\ 
Prince Berthold, proval by titles following 
“ Undoubted Lord of fullers, comes this day 
“To claim his own, with licence fiom the 1‘ope, 

“ The hmiperor, the Kings of Spam and Funce” . . . 

Gau^ Sufficient “ titles following,” I judge ! 

Don’t read another ! Well,—“ to claim his own?” 

Mali, And take possession of the Duchy held 
Since tw'elvc months, to the true heir’s jirejudicc, 

“ By ” . . . Colomhe, Juliera’ Mistress, so she thinks, 
And Ravcstein’s mcic lady, as we find ! 

Who wants the place and papei ? Guibert’s light ! 

I hope to climb a hltle in the world,— 

I’d push my fortunes,—hut, no more than he, 

Could tell her on this happy day of days, 

That, save the nosegay in her hand, perhaps, 

There’s nothing left to rail her own ! Sir Clugnet, 

You famish tor promotion ; whnt say you ? 

Cbtg. \an old fnan.\ To give tins letter were a sort, I 
take it. 

Of service : services ask recompcnce : 

W’hat kind of corner may be Ravcslcin ? 

Gui. The castle ?—Oh, you’d share her fortunes ? 
Good ! 

Three walls stand upright, full as good as four, 

With no such bad remainder of a roof. 

Cltig* Oh,—but the Town ? 

Gut. , Five houses, fifteen huts ; 

A church whereto was once a spire, ’tis judged; 

And half a dyke, except in time of tliaw. 

Clug. Still, there’s some revenue ? 

Guu ^ Else Heaven forefend 1 
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You hang a beacon out, should fogs increase ; 

So >^hen the Autumn floats of j)ine-wood steer 
Sate ’niid th: white confusion, tlianks to you, 

Their grateful laftsman llings a guilder in ; 

---Thai’s if ho leans to pass your way next time. 

If not? 

Giif. I Jang guildeis, then—he blesses you ! 

CV;/*,’". What man ilo you suppose me ? Keep your 
paper! 

And let me say it shows no handsome spirit 
To dally w'lth uusliulunc : keep your place I 
Gait. Some one must tell her. 

Cm. Some one may : you mayl 

Gau. Sir Guihoit, ’tis no tiifle turns me sick 
Of couit-hypocrisy ai yeais like mine, 

But this goes near il. Where\ theie news at all ? 

WlioMl have tlie face, for instance, to afbini 
lie never heard, e’en while w’e crowned the girl, 

That Juhers’ tenure was Ijy Salic law ; 

That one, confessed her father’s cousin’s child, 

And, she away, indisputable hen, 

Against our choue pjolcsling and the Duke’s, 

Claimed Jiilicr^ ^—nor, as he preferr- d his claim, 

Thai first tins, then anotlun potentate, ^ 

Inclined to Us allow^auce ?—1, or you, 

Or any one cveept the lady’s self ? 

Oh, ft had been the direst cruelty 

To break the laisiness to her ! Things might change— 

At all c\ents, we’d see next masque at end, 

Next murtimery over first: and so the edge 
Was taken off sharp tidings as they came, 

Till here’s the Prince upon us, and there’s she 
—Wreathing her hair, a song between her lips, 

With just the faintest notion possible 
That some such claimant earns a livelihood 
About the world, by feigning grrevaifees 
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Few pay the story of, but grudge its price, 

And fewer listen to, a second time. 

Your method proves a failure ; now try mine— 

And, since this must be cairicd . . . 

Gut, \snatchtug the paper ft‘oni ktm.'] IJy your leave 
Your zccil transports you ! ’Twill not serve ihc Prince 
So much as you expect, this course you’d take ; 

If she leaves quietly her palicc,— well : 

But if she died upon its threshold,- -nu : 

I le’d have the trouble of removing her ’ 

Come, gentles, we’re all—what the devil knows ! 

You, Gaucclmc, w'on't los.e charaelcr, btsidc— 

You broke your father’s heait supeiiorly 
To gather his suecessioii--nevt r blush ' 

You’re from my province, and, be comforted, 

They tell of it with vvondei to this day— 

You can afford to let your talent sleep ’ 

We'll take the very worst supposed, as true— 

There, the old Duke knew, when he hid his child 
Among the rivcr-fluwcrs at Kavcstcin, 

With whom the right lay ! Call the Prince our Duke ! 
There, she’s no Diichcss, she’s no anything 
More than a young maid with the bliie-it eyes— 

And now, sirs, we'll not break this )’oiinQ; maid’s heart 
Coolly an Gaucelme could and would ! No haste ! 

His talent’s full-blowm, ouis but in the bud— 

Wc’ll not advance to his perfection yet— 

Will we. Sir Maiifroy ? See, Tve ruined Maufroy 
For ever as a courtier ! 

Gan, I fei e*s a coil — 

And, count us, will you ? Count its residue, 

This boasted convoy, this day last year’s crowd ! 

A birthday, too—a gratiilation-day ! 

I’m dumb: bid that keep silence ! 

others. Eh, Sir Guibert? 

He’s right: that does say something: that’s bare truth. 

^ 9 
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Ten—twelve, I make : a perilous dropping-off! 

Gut, Pooh—IS it audience-hour ? The vestibule 
Swarms too, I wager, with the common sort 
That want our privilege of entry here. 

Cau. Adolf! \/^e~efifer AdolI'. \ Who’s outside ? 

Gtti. Oil, your looks suffice ! 

Nobody waiting ? 

Jtfau, \looking fhfough the door-fold\,'\ Scarce our 
number I 

Gut. ’Sdeaih 1 

Nothing to beg for, to complain about? 

It can’t be ! Ill news spreads, but not so fast 
As thus to frighten all the world ! 

Gau. Tlio WO)Id 

Lives out of doors, sir—not with you anil nir 
Tjy presence-chamber porches, state-room stairs, 
Whcre\er warmtli’s pcipetual: out side’s free 
To every wind from evi ?y compass-point, 

And who may get nipped needs be weather-wise. 

The Prince comes and the lady’s People go ; 

The snow-goose settles down, the swallow's flee— 

Why should they wait for winter-timc ? ’Tis instinct; 
Don’t you feel somewhat chilly ? 

Gut. Tliat'^' theii craft ^ 

And last year’-^ crowders-round and criors-forth, 

Th.at strewed the garlands, oveiaiched the ro' *b. 

Lit up the bonlircs, sang the In}j' songs f 

Well, ’tis my comfort, you could never call me 

Ttie I’eople’s Friend ! The J’eoplc kei. p their word— 

I keep my place ■ don’t doubt I’ll entertain 
The People when the Prince comes, and the People 
Are talked of!—Then, their speeches—no one tongue 
Found respite, not a pen had holiday 
—For they wrote, too, as will as spoke, these kndves ! 
Now see : we tax and tithe them, pill and poll. 

They wince and fret enough, but pay they must 
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—We manage that,—so pay with a good grace 
They might as well, il costs so little more. 

But when weVe done with taxes, meet folk next 
Outside the toll-booth and the rating-place, 

In public—there they have us if they will, 

We^re at their mercy after that, you see— 

For one tax Hot ten devils could extort; 

Over and above necessity, a grace ; 

Tins prompt disbosoming of love, to wit — 

Their vine-leaf-wrappage of our fnbute-peiiiiy, 

And crowning attestation, all works well— 

Yet this precisely do they thrust on us * 

These cappings quick, and crook-.ind ciinging-. low, 
Hand to the heart, and forehead to the knee, 

With grin that shuts the eyes and opes the mouth— 
So tender they their love ; and Lender iiiade. 

Go home to curse you, the first doit you ask; 

As if their souls were any longer theirs • 

As if they had not given ample warrant 
To who should clap a collar on their neck, 

Rings in their nose, a goad to either flank, 

And take them for the brute they boast themselves! 
—Stay—there’s a bustle at the outer door— 

And sojnebody entreating . . . that’s my name ! 
Adolf,—J heard my name ' 

Adolf. ’Twas probably 

The Suitor. 

Gut. ' Oh, there is one ? 

Adolf. With a suit 
He*d fam enforce in person. 

Gm, The good heart 

—And the great fool ! Just ope the mid-door*s fold— 
Is that a lappet of his cloak, I see ? 

Adolf. If It bear plenteous*signs of travel ... ay, 
The very cloak niy comrades tore ! 

Gul. . Why tore ? 
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^dolf, lie seeks the Duchess’ presence in that trim ; 
Since daybreak, was he posted hereabouts 
Lest I'.c should miss the moment. 

Gut, Wlierc’s he now? 

Adolf, Gone T r a minute possibly, not more. 

They have a<io en ugh to thrust him back. 

Gut, Ay—but my name, I caught? 

Adolf Oil, sir—he said 

* —What was it?—You had known him formerly, 

And, he hclievcd, would help him did you guess 
He waited now—yon promised him as much— 

The old plea ! --’J'aith, he’s back,“--rencivs the change ! 
[S/>eal'tu,\> at the door,\ So long as the man parleys, peace 
outside ! 

Nor be too ready with your lialbcrts, there ! 

Gait, My horse bespiltercd, as he blocked the path, 

A thin sour man not unlike somebody. 

Adolf, lie holds a papei in his breast, whereon 
He glances when his cheeks flush and his brow 
At each repulse— 

Gau. I noticed he'd a brow. 

Adolf. So glancing, he grow’s calmei, leans awhile 
Over the balustiade, adjusts his dress. 

And presently turns round, quiet again, , 

With some new pretc\t for aciniI'tance.—Back ! « 

(7b Guiuilrt.)--S ir, he has seen you! Now ioss hal¬ 
berts ! Ila - 

Pascal IS firostrate—there lies Fabian too— 

No passage I Whither w'ould the madman press ? 

Close the doors quick on me I 

Gui, Too late—he’s here. 

Enier, hastily and with discomposed dtess. Valence. 

Vat. Sir Guibert, will you help me ?~ Me, that come 
Charged by your townsmen, all who starve at Cleves, 
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To represent their heights and dcplhs of woe 
Before our Duchess and obtain relief ’ 

Such errands barricade such doois, iL seems : 

But not a common hindianre drives me back 

On all the sad yet hopeful faces, lit 

With hope for the first time, whicli sent me forth ! 

Cleves, speak for me ' Cleves’ men and women, speak— 

Who followed me— youi sliongc>l---ni,Hiy a mile 

That I might go the fieshei from tbcir i.iiiks, 

—Who sAt—>our weakest— by the i it) -gales, 

To take me fuller of what new s T bring 
As I return—for I must needs retui n ' 

—Can I? *Tw'erc liard, no listener foi their wrongs, 

To turn them liack upon the old desjjair— 

Harder, Sir Cuil)eit, than imjdoring thus— 

So I do—any way you please—implore ! 

If you . . . but how should y<'ll icmemher Cloves? 

Yet they of Clcvcs remember you so well! 

— Ay, comment on each trail of you they keep, 

Your w'oids and deeds L.iught up at second hand,— 
Proud, I believe, at bottom of tlicir hearts, 

Of the very levity and reckles'^iie^'S 

Which only jirove that you foigct llieir wrongs. 

Cleves^ the grand town, wliose men and women starv'c, 

Is Clevts fiirgoKcn?—Then remember me • 

You promisecl me that you would help me once 
For,other purpose . will you keep >oiir woid? 

Gut. And w'ho may you lie, friend ? 

VaL Valeiu c of Cleves. 

Gw. Valence of . . . not the Advocate ofClevci 
I owed my whole estate to, three years back ? 

Ay, well may you keep silence I Why, my lords, 

You*ve heard, I’m sure, hoy, Pentecost three years, 

I was so nearly ousted of my land 

By some knaves* pretext,—(eh? when jon refused me 

Your ugly daughter, piugnet,)—and you’ve heard 



122 


COLOMBE^S BIRTHDAY. 


How I recovered it by miracle 
—(When I refused her) I Hcre*s the very friend, 

—^Valence of Cleves, all parties have to thank ! 

Nay, Valence, this proceduic’s vile in you— 

I’m no more gm'oful than a courtier should, 

But politic am I 1 bear a brain, 

Cm cast about a little, might require 
Vour services a second tunc ! I tried 
j^To tempt you with advancement here to court 
—“ No ! ”—well, for curiosity at least 
To view our life here—“No ! ”—our Duclie-js, then,— 
—A pretty woman’s worth some pains to sec. 

Nor is she spoiled, I take it, if a crown 
Completes the forehead pale and tresses pure. . . . 

Frt/. Our city trusted me Us miseries. 

And I am come. 

Giti. So much for taste ! But “conic,”— 

So may you be, for anyilmig I know, 

To beg the Pope’s cross, or Sir Clugnet’s daughter, 

And with an equal chance you get all three ! 

If it was ever worth your while to tome, 

Was not the projier way worth finding too? 

Val. Straight to the palace-portal, sir, I came— 

Guu —And said ?— 

Val, —That I had brought the miseries 

Of a whole city to relievo. 

Gai. ^ —Which saying 

Won your admittance ? You savv mo, indeed, 

And here, no doubt, you stand : as certainly, 

My intervention, I shall not dispute, 

Procures you audience ; which, if I procure. 

That paper’s closely w ntten—by Saint Paul, 

Here flock the Wrongs, follow the Remedies, 

Chapter and verse, One, Two, A, B, and C— 

Perhaps you’d enter, make a reverence, 

And launch these “ miseries ” from first t<^ last 7 
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Val, How should tliey let me pause or turn aside ? 
Gatt,, \to Valenck.] My worthy sir, one question: 
you’ve come straight 

From Cleves, you tell us: heard you any talk 
At Cleves about our lady ? 

V'aL Much. 

Gait. And v\liat? 

VaL Her wish was to rediess all wrongs she knew. 
Gau. That, you believed ? 

VaL You see me, sir ! 

Gom. —Nor stopped 

Upon the road from Cleves to [iilicrs here, 

For any-—rumours you might find atlout? 

V^al. I had mj townsmen’s wiongs to busy me. 

Gau. This IS the Lady's biithday, do you know? 

—Her day of pleasure ? 

Val. - I know that the Great, 

For rieasiirc born, should si ill be on the watch 
To exclude IMoasure when a 1 )iity offers : 

Even as, the Lowly too, for Duty born. 

May ever snatch .1 Pleasure if m reach : 

Both will have plenty of their birlhiighl, sir ! 

Gau. /o Guihkki.| Sir Guibert, here’s your 

man ! No srruplc'. now'— 

You’rt^ever find his lik; ' Tune p'csscs hard. 

I’ve seen your drift and AdolPs too, this while. 

But you can’t keep tlie htuir of audience back 
Much longer, and at noon the Prince arrives. 

\Fointtn^ to Vam:ncl.J Entrust him with it—fool no 
chance away ! 

Gut. — Him ? 

Gau. —With the niisbi\e ! Wlial’s the man 

to her ? 

Gui. No bad thought?—Yet, ’tis yours—who ever 
played 

The tempting sypent—else, ’twere no bad thought I 
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I should—and do—mistrust it for your sake, 

Or else . . . 

KnUr an Othcial who commtinitaics with AdoLF. 

Adolfo The Du'hess \m] 1 receive the Court! 

Gut, Give us a .nomeiit, Adolf 1 Valence, friend. 

I’ll help you : we of the service, you’re to mark, 

Have special entry, wlulc tlie herd . . . the iolks 
Outside, get access through our help alone 
—Well, it IS so, was so, p-ird I suppose 
So ever will be —your natur.il lot is, therefore, 

To wait your tuin and opportunity, 

And probably imss both. Now, I cngigc 
To set you, here and in a minute's sjiace, 

Before the lady with full leave tf) plead 
Chapter and ver<^c, and A, and U, and C, 

To heart's content. 

Val. I gneve that t must ask. 

This being, yourself admit, the custom bere. 

To what the price ol such a favour mounts ? 

GuL Just so ! You’re not without a courtier’s tact! 
Little at court, as your cjuick instinct prompts, 

Do such as we without ii recompense. 

V'aL Your^) is ?— 

Gut. A trifle . hcie’s a document s 

*Tis some onc’i. duty to present hf r Grace— 

I say, n 9 t mine—these say, not ttiCirs—such points 
IJavc weight at court Will you relieve us all 
And take it?—^Just say, “ I am bidden lay 
“ Thi.s paper at the Duchess’ feet.” 

Val. No more ? 

I thank you, sir ! 

Adolf. Her Giacc receives the Court! 

Gui. [Ande.'\ Now, sur^^um cor da ^ quoth the mass* 
priest! Do— 

Whoever’s my kind saint, do let alone 
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Tliese pushings to and /m, and pullings hack ; 

Peaceably let me hang o* the devil’s arm 
The downward path, if you can’t pluck me off 
Completely ! Let me live quite his, or yours ! 

[//ig Courtiers to ratv^e themselves, and move 

towards the door. 

After me, Valence ! So our famous f leves 
laicks hicad <* Vet wl ijiill.'ints Ijnv their lace? 

T if 

And dear enough—it l)cggars me, I know, 

To keep my vciy glo\es fnngcil properly ! 

This, Valence, is our (}reat State Hall you cross: 

Yon giey urn’s veritable marrasite, 

The Pope's gift; and those sabers testify 
The Emperor. Piesentl} you’ll set 3 our foot 
. . . lint you don’t speak, fnend Valence ! 

V'^aL I shall speak. 

Gait. [yJsrde to Guiiirur’l Guibcrt—it were no such 
iingiaecful thing 

If you and I, at first, seemed horrorstruck 
With tlie bad news. Look hero, what you shall do ! 
Suppose you, first, cl.ip liand to sword and cry 
“ Yield strangers our idli'gianre? Eirst I'll perish 
Beside 3our Grace” !—and so give me the cue 
To f . . 

Gu?. Clap your hand to note-book and jot down 
That to regale the Pi nice with? I conceive ! 

ITo Vatjcnce. I Do, Valence, speak, or I shall half 
siisjiect 

You’re plotting to supplant us, me the first, 

I’ the Judy’s favour : is’t the grand harangue 
You mean to make, that thus engrosses you ? 

—WTiich of her virtues you’ll apostrophise? 

Or Ls’t the fashion you aspire to start, 

Of that close-curled, not unbecoming hair? 

—Or what else ponder you ? 

Vat, My townsmen’s wrongs I 
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ACT II. 

Noon. S- liNE. — The Pi e^enee-rhamher. 

The i)uCHKss and Smjynk. 

The D Announce that I am ready for the Court ! 

Sab ’Tis scarcely audience-hour, I think—)our Grace 
May best consult your own lelicf, no doubt, 

And shun the crowd ; but few can have arrived . . . 

The D. Let those not yet arrived, then, keep away ! 
’Twas ine^ this day, last year at Ravestem, 

You huined. 1( has been fidl time, beside, 

This half-hour. Do you hesitate ? 

Sab, Forgive me * 

7’ht D Slay, Sabyne ; let me hasten to make sure 
Of one true th.anker : here with you begins 
My audiLMice, il.um you first its privilege ! 

It IS niy bn til’s event they celebrate— 

You need not wish me more such happy days, 

But—ask some favour * Have you none to ask ? 

Has Adolf none, then? this was far from least 
Of much I waited for impatiently, 

Assiiie yourself' It seemed so narural ■ 

Your gift, beside this bunch of rivei-bells. 

Should be *thc power and leave of doing good 
To you, and greater pleasure to myself- 
You ask my leave to-day to marry Adolf? 

The rest is my concern. 

Sab, Your Grace is ever 

Our Lady of dear Ravestcin,—but, for Adolf . . , 

•* The D, “But”? You hav.' not, sure, changed in 
your regard 

And purpose tow-ards him ? 

Sah, We change ! ' 
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The D, Well, then ? Well ? 

Sab. How could w'c two be hap]iy, and, most like, 
Leave Jiiliers, when . . . when . . . but *tis audience- 
time ! 

77ie D. “ Wlien, if you left me, I were left indeed ”— 
Would you subjoin that ? —Tiid the Court approach ! 

—Why should we play thus with lmlIi olher, Sabyne? 

Do I not know, if courtiers piove lemisS, 

If friends detain me, and get blame foi il, 

There is a cause ? Oi Li>.L ) car’s fervid throng 
Scarce one lialf conic:* now ! 

Sah. I One hall ? No, alas ! 

7 he ]}. So can the mere suspicion of a (loud 
Over my loitunes strike iMch lo>.il hc.iil. 

They’ve hc.iid of this Piincc IJcrthold ; and, foisooth, 
Each foolish arrog.int pretence lie makC', 

May grow more foolish .mil moie airogrint, 

They please to appiehend ! 1 tliank their love ! 

Arhiiit them ! 

Sab 1 How miicli has she really learned? 

The D. Surely, whoever’s absent, Tnstan waits ? 

—Or at least Romuald, vvliom my father laiscd 
From nothing—come, lie’s faithful to me, come ! 

(Sabjme, I should but be the prouder—yes, 

And fitter to comport myself aright) 

Not Romuald ? Xavier—what said he to that ? 

For Xavici li.ites a parasite, I know I 

fS abyne goe^ of4t. 

The D. Well, sunshine’s everywfieic, and summer too; 
Next year ’tis the old place again, perhaps— 

The water-breeze again, the birds again 
. . . It cannot be L It is too late to be ! 

What part had I, or choicq in all of it ? 

Hither they brought me ; I had not to think 
Nor care, concern myself with doing good 
Or ill, my task iwas just—to live,—to live, 
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And, answering ends there was no need explain, 

To render Julicrs happy—so they said. 

All could not luivc been falsehood ! Some was love. 

And wonder and obedience—I did all 

They looked for ' Why then cease to do it now ? 

\ et this IS to be c. ilmly set asirlc, 

And—ere iie\t birllidny\ dawni, for aught T know. 
Things change, a claimant m.iy arrive, anti 1 . . . 

It cannot nor it shall not be ! llis i Hfht? 

Well then, he has the right, and 1 have not, 

—But who bade all of you surround my life 
And close its growth up w'ltli your Ducal ciow'n 
Which, plucked off rudely, leaves me perishing? 

I could have been like one of >on,—loved, lioped. 
Feared, lived and died like one of you—but you 
Would take that life aw ly and give me this, 

And I will keep this ’ 1 will face you—Come ! 

F.rticr the Courtiers au'i Vatencr. 

The CouHicys. JMany such happy mornings to your 
Crare ! 

The D. rzr thej' pay then- devoirJ\ The same 

Word-. - the s.inie faces,—the ‘‘.ime love ! 

I have been over-fcaiful. Tlie-e are fev\ —- 

But these, at least, stand firmly—these are mint* I ; 

As many come as may, and if no more, 

’Tis thatkthesc few sulfice—they do suffice ! 

What succour may not next year bring me ’ Plainly 
1 feared too soon ! \tB the Court.] I thank you, sirs: all 
thanks! 

VaL lAside, as the Duchess passes from one group to 
anothert conversing. ] 

*Tis she—the vision this day la it year brought, 

When for a golden moment at our Cleves 
She tarried in her progress hither. Cleves * 

Chose me to speak its welcome, and 1 spoke 
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—Not that she could have noted the recluse 
—Ungainly, old before his time—who gazed— 

. . . Well, Hcaven^s g*fts are not wasted, and that gaze 
Kept^ and shall keep me to the end, her own ! 

She was above it—but so would not sink 
My gaze to earth ! The People caught it, hers— 
Thenceforward, mine ; but thus entiiely mine, 

Who shall aflirm, had she not raised my soul 
Ere she retired and left me—them ^—She turns— 

Tliere’s all her wondrous face at once ! The ground 
Reels and . . . \s74dJet7ly with his 

paperJ^ These wrrmgs of tliciis I have to plead ! 
Th& £>. \to the Court.'] Nay, compliment enough I And 
kindness’ self 

Should pause befoie it wish mo more such years. 

'Twas foitunale that thus, ere youth escaped, 

I tasted lifers pure pleasure— one such, pure. 

Is worth a thousand, luixcil—and youth’s for pleasure : 
Mine IS received ; let my age jxiy for it. 

Gau. So, pay, and pleasuie paid for, thinks your 
s Giace, 

ShouKl never go together? 

Ghi. How, Sir Gaticelme ? 

Hurry •ne’s feast down uncojoyingly 
At the snatched breathing-intervals of work? 

As good you saved it till the dull day’s-end 
When, stiff and sleepy, appetite is gone ! 

Eat first, then work upon the strength of it * 

Ihe D. True : you enable me to risk my Future, 

By giving me a Past beyond recall. 

I lived, a girl, one happy leisure year: 

Let me endeavour to be the Duchess now ! 

And so,—what news, Sir Gilbert, spoke you of? 

[u4s they advance a little, and G171 BERT speaks-r- 
—That gentleman ? 

VaL [y^Tide.] 9 I#feel her eyes on me ! 

10 
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Gut, {io Valence.] The Duchess, sir, inclines to hear 
your Sint! 

Advance 1 He is from Cleves. 

VaL forward[Aside.'] Their wr6ngs—their 

wrongs ' 

7'Ae D. And you, sir, are from Cleves ? I low fresh in 
mind, 

The hour or two I passed at queenly Cleves ! 

She enterlJiined me bravely, but the best 
Of her good pageant seemed its standcrs-by, 

With insiippressive joy on cvci} face ! 

What says my ancient, famous, hapjiy Cleves? 

Vai. Take the rrulh, lady—yon are made foi tiiUh 1 
So think iny fiiends nor do tliey less cJeser\e 
The having you to lake it, you shall think, 

^Vhcn you know all —nay, wlien you only know 
flow, on that day you recollect at CItves, 

When the poor auiuicscing multitude 

Who thriut themselves witli all their woes apait 

Into unnoticed corners, that tlie few 

Their mc.ins sufficed t<) mustei trappings for, « 

Might fill the foregiouiul, occupy your sight 

With joyous faces fit to Ix'nr away 

And boast of as a sample of all Cleve'j » 

—How, when to dayJiglit the^e crept out p 'ce more, 

Clutching, unconscious, each his empty rags 

Whertce the scant coin, which had not half bought bread, 

‘ That morn he shook forth, munted piece by picee. 

And, well-adviscdly, on peruimes spent them 
To burn, or flowers to strew, before your path 
—How, when the golden flood of music and bliss 
Ebbed, as their inr'on retreated, and again 
I.eft the sharp black-point t'jcks of misery bare 
—^Then I, their friend, had only to suggest 
“ Saw she the horror as she saw the pomp ! ”— 

And as one man they cried He v'pealCs the truth— 
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“ Show her the horror 1 Take from our own mouths 
“ Our wrongs and sliow them, she will see them too !” 
—This they cried, lady ^ I have brought the wrongs. 
The D. Wrongs? Clevcs has uiongs—apparent now 
and thus? 

T thank you—in that paper?—Give it me ’ 

VaL (There, Clcves ’) In this ' (\Vh.il did I promise, 
ricves ?) 

Our weavers, clothiers, spinners are reduced 
Since . . , Oh, I crave your pardon—I forget 
1 buy llie privdegc of this appioach, 

And piomptly would dischirgc iny debt. I lay 
Ihi), paper humbly .it the Duche‘^b’ feel ' 

\^P7i 'uniting GtniJRRT’s pape7\ 
Git? Stay-for the prObcnt . 

Thf /> Slay, sir ? I take aught 

That leaches me tlieir wrongs with greater piide 
Th in ihis )oiir Ducal circlet. Thank you, sir ! 

[^7he Di’L’ili'Ss 7 eat/s hastily; titniing to the 

Courtiers— 

What hai’c I done Itj }oii ? Your deed or mine 
Was it, Lius K I owning me?" I ga\e myself 
No more a title to your lumiiige, no, 

Than dlvLirch-dowers, born this season, wrote the words 
In the sairii’s-hook that s'lnetified them first. 

I'or such a dower, }oii plucked me—well, you erred— 
Well, ’twas a weed—rc-inovo the eye-sore quick 1 
But should you n<^t remember it has lain 
Steeped in the candles’ glory, palely shrined, 

Nearer God’s Mother than most earthly things? 

—That if t be faded ’tis with prayer’s sole breath— 

That the one day it boasted was God’s day ? 

Still, I do thank you—had you used respect 
Here might 1 dwindle to my last while leaf, 

Here lose life’s latest freshness, which even yet 
May yield some wandt^ring insect rest and food : 
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So, fling me forth, and—all is best for all ’ 

a pan se.l Prince Bcrthold, w'ho art Juliers’ Duke, 
It seems— 

The King's choi.«?, and the Emperor's, and the Pope's— 
lie mine, loo ! * ake this people ! Tell not me 

Of rescripts, precedents, authorities, 

—But take them, fiom a heart that } earns to give ! 

Find out their love,—I could not ; find then fear,— 

I would not; find their like,—1 never shall, 

Among the flowers ! \7"akiH^ off her corofut, 

Colombe of Ravestein 

Thanks God she is no longer Dudley's here ! 

V^al. [tidvaitctiijf to Gui/iERf] Sir Guibert,—knight, 
they call you—this of mine 
Is the first step I ever set at court. 

You dated make me yuur instrument, I find ; 

For that, so sure as yo.i and I are men, 

AVe reckon to the iUmo''t presently : 

But as you aie a courtier and I none. 

Your knowledge may instinct me. I, already, 

Have too far outraged, by my ignorance 
(Jf c6iirtier-ways, Lins l.idy, to.proceed 
A second st(‘j) and iisk addressing her 
—I am degr.ided—you, let nu iiddicss ! i 

Out of her piesence, all is plain enough 
What I shall do—but in her pre .ence, too, 

Surely iherc's something propei to be done ! 

[To the others.'\ You, gentles, tell me if I guess aright— 
May 1 not stnkt this man to eaith ? 

The Courtters. [as Guihert springs forward^ with- 
holding him. ] Let go I 

—The Clothiers’ spoke.iman, Guibert ? Grace a churl ? 
The D. [to Vaience.] ffh, be acquainted with your' 
• party, sir ! 

He’s of the oldest lineage Jullcrs boasts; 

A hon crests him for a cognisancec 



COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY. 


133 


“ Scorning to waver”—that’s his ’scutcheon’s word ; 

Ills office with the new Duke—probably 
The same in honor as with me ; or more, 

By so much as this gallant turn deserves ; 

He’s now, I dare say, of a thousand limes 
The rank and innuencc that lemain witli her 
AVhosc part you t.ikc ! So, lest for taking it 
You suficr . . . 

Fa/. I iiuy strike liiui then In earth? 

Gii/. [fallnt^ on kts knee. ] Great and dear lady, par¬ 
don me ! Hear once ! 

Believe me and be merciful—be iiist! 

I could not bring myself to give that paper 
Without a keener pang than I dared meet 
—And so felt Clugnet here, and Maufruy here 
—No one dared meet it. I’rotestation *s cheap,— 

But, if to die for you did any good, 

[To (jAUCELMh.] Would not 1 die, sir? Say your worst 
of me! • 

But it docs no good, that’s the mournful truth. 

And since the hint of a resistance, even. 

Would just precipitate, on you lIic fiisL, 

A speedier rum—I shall not deny, 

Savmg^inyself indubitable pain, 

I thought to give you pleasure (who might say?) 

By showing that your only subject found 
To carry the sad notice, was the man 
Precisely ignorant of its contents ; 

A nameless, mere provincial advocate ; 

One whom ’twas like you never saw before, 

Never would see again. All has gone wrong ; 

But I meant right, God knows, and you, I trust' 

Tke D. A nameless advo8.ite, this gentleman ?— 

—(I pardon you, Sii Guibert') 

Gut. \rising<t to Valence. ] —Sir, and you ?— 

Val* —Rejoiefthat you arc lightened of a load. 
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Now, you have only me to reckon with ! 

Tke D. One I have never seen, much less obliged ?— 

Val. Dare I speak, lady ? 

Tkc D. Daie you ! Heard you not 

I rule no longer 

Ta/. Lady, if your rule 

\Vcrc based alone on such a ground as these 

\Pointujf^ to the Courtiers. 
Could furnish you,—abjure it ! They have hidden 
A source of true dominion from your siglit. 

The D. You hear them—no such source is left . . . 

Val, Hear Cloves 1 

"Whose haggard craftsmen rose to starve this day, 

Starve now, and will lie down at night to starve. 

Sure of a like to-morrow—but as sure 
Of a most unlike moin>w-afler-thal. 

Since end things must, end howsoe’er things ma). 

What ciiibs the brute-foire instinct m its hour ? 

What makes, instead of using, all as one, 

And teaching fingers, so expert to wield 

Their tool, the broadsword’s play or caibine’s trick, 

—What makes that there’s an easier help, they think, 
For you, whose name so few of them can spell, 

Whose face scarce one in every hundred viw, , 

You simply have to understand their wrongs, *■ 

And wrongs will vanish —so, still trades are phv d, 

And swgrds he rusting, and myself stand here i 
There is a vision in the heart of cadi 
df justice, mercy, wisdom ; tenderness 
To wrong and pain, and knowledge of its cure— 

And these, embodied in a woman’s form 
That best transmits them, pure as first received. 

From God above her, to mankind below. 

Will you derive your rule from aiich a ground, 

Or rather hold it by the suffrage, say, 

Of this man— this —and this ? , v 
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The D. \after a pause.] You come from Cleves— 
How many are at Cleves of such a mind ? 

f^a/. \from ktspaper.] “We, all the manufacturers of 
Cleves ”— 

The D. Or stay, sir—lest I seem too covetous— 

Are you my subject ? such as you describe 
Am I to you—though to no otlicr man ? 

Val. \_from kis paper,] —“ Valence, oidaincd your Ad¬ 
vocate at Cleves ”— 

The D. \_rcplaciiig the coronet.] Then I remain Clcvca’ 
Duchess ! Take you note, 

While Cleves but yields one subject of tlii') stamp, 

I stand her lady till she waves me ott ! 

For her sake, all tbe Prince claims I withhold ; 

I«augh at each menace ; and, his powei defying. 

Return his missive with its due rontcmjit ’ 

I Casting it away. 

Gui. [ptchi/ig it up.\ —Which to the Prince I will 
deliver, Lady, 

[Note it down, Gaucelnie]—with your niessagi^too ! 

The D. I think the office is a subject’s, sir ! 

—Either . , . how style you him ?—my special guarder 
The Marshal’s—for who knows but violence 
May follow the delivery !—Or, perhaps, 

My Clfcmcellor’s—for law may be to urge 
On Its receipt!—Or, even my Chamberlain’s— 

For I may violate established form ' 

\To Valenck.] Sir,—for the half hour till this service 
ends. 

Will you become all these to me ? 

Val. [fallingon his hnee.] My Liege I 
The D. Give me ! 

f The Courtieis presen* thetr badges of office. 
[Putting them by.] —Wflatever vias their virtue once, 
They necd^ new consecration! [raidng Valence,] Arc 
you mine ? , ^ 
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—I will be Duchess yet! \_She retires. 

7'he Courtiers. Our Duchess yet! 

A glorious lady ! Worthy love and dread 1 
I’ll stand by hci,—and I, wliate’er betide ! 

Gut. \to Vai ■ NCK.] \VeIl done, well done, sir ! I care 
not wh'j knows, 

"N'ou have done nobly, and I envy you— 

Tho’ I am but unfairly used, I Ihink . 

For when one gets a place like this I hold, 

One gets too the remark that its mere wages, 

The pay and the prcfci incnl, make our prize— 

Talk about xeal and faith apart from tliesc. 

We’re laughed at—much would zeal and f.iith subsist 
Without these also ’ Yet, let llie^e lie stopped, 

Our wages discontinue,-—then, indeed, 

Our zeal and f.uih, we hear on eveiy side, 

Are not released- liaving been pledged away 
I wonder with wliat /e d and faith in turn ? 

Ifard money purthased me my place ! Nt.*, no 

I’m right, sir—but your wiong is belter still, 

If 1 had time and skill to argue it. 

Therefore, I say, I ’ll serve you, how' you please— 

If you like,—fight you, as jou seem to wish— 

(The kinder of me that, in '>ol>er truth, ^ 

I never dreamed I did you any harm)— • 

Gau. —Or, kinder still, you 11 introduce, no doubt, 

His merits to the Prince who’s just at hand, 

And let no hint drop he’s made Chancellor, 

And Chamberlain, and Heaven knows what beside ! 

Clu^. [/<» Valence.] You stare, young sir, and threaten ! 
Let me say, 

That at your age, when first I came to court, 

I was not much above a gentleman ; 

\NTiile now ... 

Val, —You are Ilead-I^ackey ? With your office 

I have not yet been graced, sir 1 ^ ^ 
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Other Comhers to Clu^. Let him talk I 

Fidelity—dibinterestedness— 

Excuse so much ! Men claimed my worship ever 
Who, stanch and steadfastly . . , 

Enter AbOLK. 

Adolf, The Trince arrives ! 

Courtiers, Ha? How? 

Adolf, He leaves his guard a stage behind 

At Aix, and enters almost by himself. 

1st Court, The IVincc ! This foolish business puts all 
out ! 

2.nd Couft. I-ot Caucclme speak first ! 

3 nf Com f. Better I began 

About the state of Juliers—should one say 
All’s prosperous and inviting him ? 

^th Court. —Or rather 

All's prostrate and imploring him ! 

^th Court, That’s bc'^t! 

Where’s the Cloves’ paper, by the way i 

4tk Court, \to Valknce. J Sir—sir— 

If you’ll but give that paper—trust it me. 

I’ll warrant . . . 

^thj^ouri. Softly, sii—the Warslial's duty ! 

Clji^\ Has not the ChambcrUin a hearing fiist 
By virtue of his patent? 

Gau, Patents ?—Duties ? 

All that, my masters, must begin again ! 

One word composes the whole controversy— 

We’re simply now—the Prince’s ! 

The Others, Ay—the Prince’s ! 

Enter Sabyn E. 

Sah. Adolf Bid . . . Oh, no time for ceremony ! 
Where’s whom our lady calls her only subject ? 

She needs him ! W^o is here the Duchess's ? 
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Val. \startt}ii^ from his reverie.^ Most grciLcfully I follow 
to her feet > 


ACT IIT 

Afteruuon. Slcne — 'Jlu Vc^libule, 

Enier Prince Berthoid and jMijriiiOR. 

Berth, A tlirivmg little burgh tins Juhers looks, 
f flalj-afart. \ Keep jiilit*rs, and as good you kept Cologne : 
Better try Aix, tliough '— 

Me/. I’Jcasc ’( )fuir Highness speak ^ 

Berth, [rtf /jejore.^ Aix, Cologne, I'Vankfort,—^Ill.ln , 
—Rome ’— 

Ale/, —The (Jrnve 

—More weary seems your Highness, I remark. 

Than sundry conqueiors whose path Ihe \v.itched 
Through fire and blood to any pri/.e they gnin. 

I could weir wish you, for your proper sake, 

Had met some shade of op])osiUon here 
—Found a blunt senesch.il refuse unlock, 

Or a scared usher lead your sle|js a^ti ly 
You must not look fur next at hu vemcni ^ p.iln' 

So easy : this will hurt your cm.cjiu ring ' i’ 

Berth. My lu’^t ? Ay —.is you ly my next. id next' 
Well, I am tiled, that's truth, aii'l moody too. 

This quiet entrance-morning ; li-'cn wliy ' 

Chir little burgh, now, Juhcis - Lis indeed 
One link, however insignificant, 

Of the great chain by which I reach my hope— 

—A link I must secure ; but oiIierwiM*, 

You’d wonder I esteem’d it wcih my grasp. 

Just see what life is, with its shifts and tiuns I 

It happens now—this \ery nook—to be 

A place that once . . , but a short whil<\since, neither— 
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When I lived an ambiguous hantjer-on 
Of Toreign courts, and bore my claims about, 

Discarded by (ine kinsman, and the other 
A poor priest merely,—then, T say, this place 
^hone my ambition s object; to be Duke - 
Seemed then what t(j be Emperor seems now 
My rights were far from being judged as plain 
In those days as of late, I promise you— 

And ’twas my day-dream, Lady Colonihe here 
Might e'en compound the matter, jiily nu , 

Be struck, say, with my chivalry ,ind giacc 
(I was a boy !)—bestow her hand nt length, 

‘Vnd make me Duke, in her right li not mine. 

Here am I, Duke confessed, at jiilieis now ! 

Hearken • if ever T be Emperor, 

Remind me what I Iclt and Siud to-daj ’ 

]\ftiL All tins consoles a bookish m.in like me ! 

—And so will weariness cling to you ! Wrong— 

Wrong ' Had you sought the Lady’ - court youiself,— 
Faced the icdoubtablos composing it, “ 

Flattered this," threatened that man, bribed the other,— 
rUaded, by writ and woid and deed, your cause,— 
Conquered a fi'otmg inch liy painful inch,— 

And, after lon^ jears’ ''truggle, pounceil at last 
On hwrfbr [irize, —th- right life had been lived, 

And justice done to dn ei s faculties 

Shut in that brow . youihOf were visible 

^Vs you stood victor, llicn ' whom now—(your pardon !) 

I am forced nai rowdy to search and see— 

So are you hid by helps— this Pope, your uncle— 

Vour cousin, the oP r King ! You are a Mind,— 

They, Body : too much of mere legs-.md-arms 
Obstructs the mind so ' Match these with their like— 
l^Aatch mind W'lth mind ! * 

Berths And wiiorc’s your mind to match ? 

They vv me lc'|s-at^d-arms to cope wnthal! 
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I’d subjugate this city—where's its mind ? 

[7'^g Courtiers cn^er slowly. 

Met. Got out of sight when you came trc.v)pb and all! 
And in its stea<’, here greets you flesh-and-blood— 

A smug ceconon / of both, this first ! 

[As Clucinkt ^07v^ otfseditiously. 
Well done, gout, all considered !—I may go ? 

Berth. Ilelp me receive them ! 

Mel. Oh, they just will say 

What yesterday at Aix Ihcir fellows said,— 

At Treves, the day before !—Sir Prince, my friend, 

Why do you let your life slip thus ?—Mean time, 

I have my little Juliers to ac hicvc — 

The understanding this tough Plalonist, 

Your holy uncle disinters, Amelius— 

Ixmd me a company of horse and foot, 

To help me through his tractate--gam my Duchy ! 

Berth. And Empire, after that is gaintd, will be—? 

Alel. To help me through your uncle’s comment, 
Prince ' [Goa. 

Berth. Ah? Well! he o’er-rcllnes—the scholar’s fault j 
How do I let my life slip ? Say, this hfe, 

I lead now, differs from the common life 
Of other men in mere degree, not kind, 

Of joys and griefs,— still there is such degree - 
Mere largeness in a hfe is somtdiing, sure,— 

Enough to care about and struggle for, 

Jn this world ; for this world, the Size of things ; 

The Sort of things, for that to come, no doubt! 

A great is better than a little aim— 

And when I wooed Priscilla’s rosy mouth 
And failed so, under that grey convent-wall, 

Was I more happy than I shojuld be now 

[By this iime^ the Courtiers are ranged hefo^re him. 
If failing of my Empire ? Not a whit ! 

—Here comes the Mind, it once ha 1 talked me sore 
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To baffle, but for my advantages ! 

All’s besV as ’tis—these scholars talk and talk ! 

^ himself. 

The Courtiers. Welcome our Prince to Jiilicrs !—to 
his Heritage! 

Our dutifullest service proffer we ! 

Clu^. I, plea&e your Highness, having exercised 
The function of Cirancl- Chamberlain at Court, 

With much acceptance, as men testify . . . 

Berth, I cannot greatly thank you, gentlemen ! 

The Pope declares my claim to the Duchy founded 
On strictest justice ; if you concede it, therefore, 

* I do not wonder—and the kings my friends 
Protesting they will see such claim enforced, 

Voii easily may offer to assist us. 

But there’s a slight discretionary poucr 
To serve me in the matter, you’ve had long, 

Though late you use it. Tins is well to say— 

But C(juld you not have said it months ago ? ^ 

I’m not denied my own Duke’s truncheon, true— 

’Tis flung me—I sloop down, and from the ground 
Pick it, with all you placid standers-by— 

And now I have it, gems and mire at once, 

Grase go with it to iiiy soiled hands, you say ! 

Gin, (By Paul, the Advocate our doughty friend . 
Cuts the best figure !) 

Gau, If our ignorance 

May have oflfended, sure our loyalty . . . 

Berth. I-<oyalty? Yours?—Oh—of yourselves you 
speak ! 

—/mean the Duchess all this lime, I hope ! 

And since I have been forced repeat my claims 
As if they never had beerj^ made before, 

As 1 began, so must I end, it seems. 

The formal answer to the grave demand^ 

What says the ladyi? 
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Couriers {one to another. ] ist Court. Marshal i 
2nd Court. Orator ! 

Gui. A vanahon of our mistress* way! 

Wipe off his boiMs* dust, Clugnet ?—that, he waits ! 

1 st Court. Yo r place ! 

2nd Court. J list now it was your own ! 

Gill. The devirs! 

Berth, {to Guibert.] Come forward, friend—you with 
the paper, there ! 

Is Juliers the first city I’ve obtained? 

By this time, I may boast proficiency 

In each decouim of the circumstance I 

Give it me as she gave it—the petition . ' 

(Demand, you style it)—what’s required, in brief? 

What title’s reservation, appanage s 
Allowance ?—I heard all at Treves, last week ! 

Gau. {to Guiberi’.J “ Give it him as she gave it I *’ 
Gui. And w'hy not ? 

[7i? liRRTiinLD.] The lady crushed your suminons thus 
together. 

And hade me, with the \cry greatest scorn 
So fair a frame could hold, iiifuiin you . . . 

Courtiers. Stop— 

Idiot !— 

Gut. —Inform you she denied your dan , 

Defied yourself! (I tread upon lx.i, heel. 

The blAtenng Advocate !) 

* Berth. By heaven and earth ! 

Dare you jest, sir ? 

Gui. Did they at Treves, last week? 

Berth, {starting ?//.] Why then, I look much bolder 
than I knew, 

And you prove better actors tHn I thought— 

Since, as I live, I took you as you entered 
For just so many dearest friends of mine. 

Fled from the sinking to the rising {fbwer 
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—The sneaking’st crew, in short, I e*er despised ! 
\VhereaS\I .im alone here for the moment— 

With every <OWier left behind at Aix ! 

Silence ? That means the worst—I thought as much ! 
What follows ne\t then ? 

Coiirtiei'S. Gracious Prince—he raves ’ 

I Gui, He asked the truth and why not get the truth ? 
Berth, Am I a prisoner? Speak, will somebody? 

—But why stan<l paltering with imbeciles? 

Let me see her, or . . . 

Gui, Her, without her leave, 

Shall no one see—she’s Duchess yet ! 

Courtiers, [^Footsteps without, as they are disputin^.'\ 

Good chance ! 

She’s here—the Lady Colombe's self! 

Berth, ’Tis well! 

\Aside.'] Ariay a handful thus against my world? 

Not ill done, truly ! Were not tins a mind 
To match one’s mind witli ? Colomhe !—Let jus wait! 

I failed so, under that grey convent-wall I 
She comes ! 

Gui, The Duchess I Strangers, range yourselves ! 

[As the DucilKSb iuten zii lonvenatron with 
Vai.lncl, Berthold and the Courtiers 
fall back a little. 

The D. Presagefully il beats, prcsagefully, 

My heart—the right is Berthold’s and not mine I 
Val, Grant that he has the right, dare I mistrust 
Your power to acquiesce so patiently 
As you believe, in such a dream-like change 
Of fortune—change abrupt, profound, complete ? 

The £>. Ah, the first bitterness is over now ! 

Bitter I may have felt it to»confront 

The truth, and ascertain those natures’ vahie 

I had so counted on—that w^as a pang— 

But I did bear u? anl the worst is over : 

Let the Prince take them I 
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T^a/, —An<l take Juliers too ? 

—YtJiir People without crosses, n'ands, and cha’.is— 
Only with hearts? 

The D, There I feel sir I 

I cannot give up what I never had : 

For these I ruled, not them—these stood between. 

Shall I confess, sir ? I have heard b} stealth 
Of llerthold from the first: more news and more ; 

Closer and closer swam the thunder-cloud, 

Hut I was safely housed with these, I knew ! 

At timesv when to the casement I would turn, 

At a bird’s passage or a flowcr-tiail’s play, 

I caught the storm's red glimpses on its edge— 

Yet I was sure some one of all these friends 
Would interpose—1 followed the bird’s flight, 

Or plucked the flow'er—somc one w'ould inteipose ! 

laL Nol one thui.ght on tlie People—and Cleves 
tliere ’ 

The D ijo, sadly conscious my real sway w'as missed. 
Its shadow goes without so much regret: 

Else could I not again thus calmly hid >ou. 

Answer Prince Berlhold! 

Val. Then ycni acquiesce ? 

The D. Kemembcr over whom it w a:;, I ruled I 
(jtii. \.stcpp 2 »g foi-%oafdP\ Prince Beith M, yonder, 
craves an audience, i-ady ! 

Thi Z>. \to Valenck ] I only have to turn, and 1 ^all 
face 

Prince Berthold ! Oh, my very heart is sick 1 
It is the daughter of a line of Dukes, 

This scornful insolent adventurer 

Will bid depart from my dead father’s halls 1 

I shall not answer him—dispv.te with him— 

But, as he bids, depart ! Prevent it, sir ! 

Sit— but a mere day’s respite ' Urge for me 
-^What I shall call to mind 1 shou’J have urged 
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Wlien tiing’s gone by—’twill all be iiime, you urge 1 
A day—amliqgjl^that I myself may lay 
My rule down ! ’Tis too sudden—must not be ! 

The world’s to hear of it • Once done— for ever ! 

How will it read, sii ? How be sung about ? 

Prevent it! 

Berth, \approachifig.'\ Your frank indignation, I^idy, 
Cannot escape me ! Overbold I seem— 

But somewhat should be pardoned my surprise, 

At this reception,—this defiance, rather. 

And if, for their and your sakes, I rejoice 
Your virtues could inspire a trusty few 
To make such gallant stand in your behalf, 

I cannot but be sorry, for my own, 

Your friends should force me to retrace my steps, 

Since I no longer am permitted speak 
After the pleasant peaceful course prescribed 
No less by courtesy than relationship 
Which, if you once forgot, I still remember : * 

But never must attack pass imrepelled. 

Suffer, that through you, I demand of these, 

Who controverts my claim to Juliers ? 

^ The D, —JMe, 

You sSyi, you do not speak to— 

Berth, Of your subjects 

I ask, then : whom do you accredit ? Where 
Sland those should answer? 

Val, \(idvaming,'\ The I^ady is alone ! 

Berth, Alone, and thus ? So weak and yet so Imld ? 

Val, I said she was alone— 

Berth. —And weak, I said. 

Val, When is man strong until lie feels alone ? 

It was some lonely strengthat first, be sure. 

Created organs, such as those you seek. 

By which to give )ts vyricd purpose shape— 

Andy naming the selected nnnistrants, 

II 
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To(^k sword, and sl\ield, and sceptre,—each, a^man ! 
That strength performed its work and p^'sed^ts w.i) : 
yt)ii sec our Lady : there, the old shapes stand ! 

—A Marshal, (chamberlain, and Chancellor— 

“ Be helped lh'*!r way, into their death put life 
“And find ad\..ntage ’ ”—so you counsel us : 

But let strength feel alone, seek help itself,— 

And, as the inland-hatched sea-creaturc hunts 
The sea’s breast out,—as, littered ’mid the waves, 

The desert-brute makes for the desert’s joy. 

So turns our lady to her true resource. 

Passing o’er hollow fictions, worn-out types, 

—So, 1 am first her instinct fastens on ! 

And prompt I say, so clear as heart can speak, 

The People will not have you ; nor shall have I 

It is not merely I shall go bring Cleves 

And fight you to the hist,—though that does much, 

And men and children,—ay, and women too, 

FightingTor home, are rather to be feared 
Than mercenaries fighting for their pay— 

But, say you beat us, since such things have been, 

And, where this Juhers laughed, you set your loot 
Upon a streaming bloody plash—what then ? 

Stand you the more our Lord that llieie you slartd ? 

Lord It o’er troops whose foicc you concent*" il •, 

A pillared dame whereto all ardours tend— 

Lord ii ’mid priests whose schemes you amplify, 

A cloud of smoke ’nealh which all shadows brood— 

But never, in this gentle spot of earth, 

you become our Colonibe, our pluy-quccn, 

For whom, to furnish lilies for her hair, 

We’d pour our veins forth to enrich the soil! 

—Ourconqueror? Yes !— (3iu despot? Yes !—Our Duke? 
Know yourself, know us ! 

Berth. \who has been in thoitghi^ Know your lady, 
also ! 



COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY. 


147 


[Vcty defi^itiaily\~\ -To wliom I needs must cxcuIiuIl 

From havinj^ made a rasli demand, .il kiUt. 

Wherefore to you, sir, wlio appear to be 

Her chief adviser, I submit my claims, yCivin^paJ^a 

But, this step taken, lake no furl her step. 

Until the Duchess shall proiiouiiee their worth. 

Here be our nieeling-placc ; at nii^ht, its liiiie • 

Till when I humbly take the Lady’s leave ! 

\Hc withdraws^ As the DuCHitss turn^ io Valenci3, 
Courtiers inUrchajit^e and tome fotnuud 

a little. 

1 st Cou7t. So, this was their device ! 

2nd Coitfl. No bad device ! 

^rd Court. You’d say they love each other, Guiberl’s 
friend 

Fiom Clevc'^, and she, the Duchess ’ 

Coint. —And m^ireovcr, 

That all Prince Bcrtliold comes for, is lo help 
Their loves ! 

5 /// Court. Pray, (iiubert, what is'next to do? 

Gui, [adTjancin^.] I laid m> ofiice at tlie Duchess' 
foQl— 

0 /kc7i. And I—and I and 1 ! 

The D. I took them, siis ' 

Cm. \_Apart to Valenci- ] And now, sii, I am simple 
knight again— 

Guibert, of the great ancient house, as yet 
That never bore affront: whate'er join bnlli,— 

As things stand now, I recognise yourself 
(If you’ll accept experience of some date) 

As like to be the leading man.o* the time. 

Therefore as much above me now, as I 
Seemed above you this morning. Then, I offered 
To fight you ; will fou Tftc as generous 
And now fight me ? 
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Va/. Ask when my life is miiyj! 

Out. (’Tis hers now ’) ^ - r ' 

Clug. \ApaH to Valence, as Gutburt turns from 
htm.'\ Vou, sir, have insulted me 
Grossly,—will ,'rant me, too, the selfsame favour 
YouVe grantca him, just now, I make no question ? 

Val. I promise you, as him, sir ! 

Clug. Do you so ? 

flandsomcly said ! I hold you to it, sir 1 
You’ll get me reinstated in niy office 
As you will Guibcrt ' 

The D. r would be alone ! 

\They begin to retire slowly as Valence is about to 
follow — 

Alone, sir—only with my heart,—you stay ! 

Gan. You hear tiiat ? Ah, light breaks upon me ! 
Cleves— 

It was af. Cleves some man harangued us all— 

With great effect,—so those who listened said, 

My thoughts being busy elsewhere : was this he ? 

Guibert,—your strange, disinterested man ’ 

Your uncorrupted, if uncourtly friend 1 

The modest worth you mean to patronise ! ^ 

He i::ares about no Duchesse‘'i, not he— * 

His sole contest is with the w'rongs of Cleo ' ! 

What, Giiibeit? What, it bri^aks on you at last? 

Gtli. Would this hall’s floor were a mine’s roof!- I’d 
back 

And in her very face ... ^ 

Gail, ■''^pply llic match 

That fired the train,—and where would you be, pray ? 
Gui. With him ! , 

Gau, Stand, rather, safe outside with me ! 

The mine’s charged—shall I furnish you the match 
And place you properly ?—To tfle a\itc-chambcr 1 
Gui. Can you ? 
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Gau. Try me !—^Your friend’s in fortune ! 

GuL Quick— 

To the ante-fflSiffber !—He is pale with bliss ! 

Gau, No wonder I Mark her eyes ! 

Gut, To the ante-chamber ! 

[ The Courtiers retire. 
The D, Sir, could you know all you have done for me 
You were content ! You spoke, and I am saved ! 

Val, Be not too sanguine, Lady I Ere you dream, 
That transient flush of generosity 
Fades off, perchance ’ The man, beside, is gone,— 
Whom we might bend ; but sec the papers here— 
Inalterably his requirement stays, 

And cold hard words have we to deal with now. 

In that large eye there seemed a latent pride, 

To self-denial not incompetent. 

But very like to hold itself dispensed 
From such a grace—however, let us hope ’ 

He is a noble spirit in noble foi m 1 
I wish he less had bent that brow to smile 
As with the fancy how he could subject 
Himself upon occasion to—himself ’ 

From rudeness, violence, you rest secure ; 

But doAot think your Duchy rescued yet' 

The D, You,—who have opened a new world to me. 
Will never take the faded language up 
Of that I leave ? My Duchy—keeping it, 

Or losing it—is that my sole world now ? 

Val, 111 have I spoken if you thence despise 
Juliers; although the lowest, on true grounds, 

Be worth more than the highest rule, on false : 

Aspire to rule, on the true grounds ! 

The D, • Nay, hear— 

False, 1 will never—r.isb, I would not be ' 

This is indeed my l^rthday—soul and body, 

Its hours have done on Ine the work of years. 
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You hold the Requisition : ponder it ’ 

If I have right—iny duty’s plain : if He - 
Say s<i—nor ever change a tone of voice ^ ' 

Al night you nicet the Prince—meet me at c\c ; 

Till wlien, fart veil! This discomposes you ? 

Believe in yoiii own nature, and ils force 
t )f renovating mine. I take my stand 
Only as under me the earth is firm— 

So, prove the fiist step stable, all will be ’ 

That first, I choose —{laying her hand on hh ]—the nc\t 
to take, clioose you ’ \Shr ivtllnhaws. 

VaL {after a pause ] What diew (hmn this on me! 
On me—dead once— 


She thus bids live,—since all I hitherto 
Thought dead in me, youth’s ardours and emprire, 

Hurst into life before her, as she bids 

Who needs them !—Whither will this reach, \\here end ? 

1 ler hand’s print bums on mine . . . ^'et she's above— 

So very fiv above me ! All’s too pljin - 

I served her when the others sank away. 

And she rewards me as such souls reward — 

The changed voire, the suflusion of the cluek, 

The eye’s acceptance, the expressive hand— 

-Reward, that’s little, in hei geneious thouglit, • 
Though all to me . . . 

I eann.^t so disclaim 

Heaven’s gift, nor call it other tlian it is ! 

She loves me ! 

[Looking at the Prince’s papers,^ —W'liich love, the->e, 
perchance, forbid ' 

Can I decide against myself—pronounce 
She is the Duchess and no mate for me ? 


—Cleves, help me ! Tcaeln me,—every haggard face,— 
To sorrow and endure ’ I will do right 


W^natever be the issue—help me 
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ACT IV. 

ScF.NK —.In Antc-chamLcr. 

Enter the Courlicrs. 

Man. Now then, tlidt wc may speak—how spring this 
mine ? 

Gau, Is Guibert rejidy for its match ? He cools 1 
Not so frtend Valence with the Duchess there ! 

“ Stay, Valence—arc not you my better self?” 

And her cheek mantled— 

Cut, Well, slie lo\es him, sir—■ 

And more, —since you will have it I grow cool,— 

She *s right: he’s worth it. 

Gau, I'or his deeds to-day i 

Say so ! 

Gui. What should 1 say beside? 

Gan. Not thts— 

For friendship’s sake leave this for me to say— 

That we ’re the dupes of an egregious cheat ! 

This plain, unpractised suitor, who found way 
To the Duchess thro’ the merest die’s turn-up— 

A yeiiT ago, had seen her and been seen, 

Loved and been loved— 

Gui. Impossible ' 

Gau. — Nor say, 

How sly anrl exquisite a trick, moreover, 

Was this which —taking not their stand on facts 
Boldly, for that had been endurable, 

But, worming in their way by craft, they choose 
Resort to, rather,—and which you and wc, 

Sheep-like, assist them in tlic playing off! 

The Duchess thus parades him as preferred, 

Not on the hones'#gro*iind of preference, 
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Seeing first, liking more, and there an end— 

But as wc all had started equally, ^ 

And at the close of a fair race he proved ' 

The only valiant, sage, and loyal man. 

And she, too, v ith the pretty fits and starts,— 

The careless, Wi ning, candid ignorance 
Of what the Prince might challenge or forego— 

She had a hero in reserve ! What risk 

Ran she ? This deflcrential easy Prince 

Who brings his claims for her to ratify 

—He’s just her puppet for the nonce ! You’ll sec,— 

Valence pronounces, as is equitable, 

Against him : off goes the confederate : 

As etjuitably, Valence takes her hand ! 

The Chancellor, You run too fast—her hand, no 
subject takes ! 

Do not our Ar( hives hold her father’s Will ? 

That will provides against such accident, 

And gives pext heir, Prince Berthold, the reversion 
Of Juliers, which she forfeits, wedding so. 

Gau. I know that, well as you,—but docs the Prince ? 
Knows Berthold, think you, that this plan, he helps, 

For Valence’s ennoblement,—would end, 

If crowned with the success which seems its due, ^ 

In making him the very thing he plays, 

The actual Duke of Juliers ? Al^ agree 
That Colombe’s title waived or set aside, 

He is nixt heir. 

" The Chan. Incontrovertibly ! 

Gau. Guibert, your match, now, to the train ! 

Gni. Enough! 

I’m with you—selfishness is best again ! 

I thought of turning honesthat a dream ! , 

Let’s wake now ! 

Gau. Selfish, friend, you never were - 

T was but a senes of revenges taken ' 
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On your unselfishness for prospering ill. 

But no^Xthat you’re grown wiser, what’s our course ? 

GuL I suppose, till Valence weds our Lady, 

And then, if we must needs revenge ourselves, 

Apprise the Pnnee— 

Gau. —The Prince, ere then dismissed 
With thanks for playing his mock part so well ? 

Tell the Prince now, sir ! Ay, this very night— 

Kre he accepts his dole and goes his way, 

Explain how such a marriage makes him Duke, 

Then trust his gratitude for the surprise ' 

Gut. —Our Lady wedding Valence all the same 
As if the penalty were undisclosed ! 

Good ! If she loves, she’ll not disown her love, 

Throw Valence up—I wonder you sec that! 

Gau. The shame of it—the suddenness and shame ! 
Within her, the inclining heart—without, 

A terrible array of witnesses— 

With Valence by, to keep her to her word, 

And Berthold’s indignation or disgust— • 

We *11 try it!—Not that we can venture much : 

Her confidence we’ve lost for ever—Bcrthold’s 
Is all to gain 1 

Gut. To-night, then, venture we ! 

Yet—if lost confidence might be renewed ? 

Gau, Never in noble natures ! With the base ones,— 
Twist off the crab’s claw, wait a smarlmg-while, 

And something grows and grows and gels to be 
A mimic of the lost joint, just so like 
As keeps in mind it never, never will 
Replace its predecessor ! Crabs do that: 

But lop the Lion’s foot—and 

Gm. ^ To the Prince ! 

Gau. {jdfufe.'] And conic what will to the lion’s fool, 
I pay you 

My cal’s-paw, a#I l<ing have yearned to pay ! 
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\Aloi(ii.^ P'ootbteps . . ITimsclf ! ’Tis V.ilcnce breaks 
on us ! / 

Bxiilting that their scheme succeeds *—— 
And perfect ouis ! Consult the Archives, first— 

Tlien, fortified ^;th knowledge, seek the Hall' 

Cl tig, [Iff Gatj' elme as /Ary rcltre.’] You have not 
smiled su since your father died ! 

As they retire^ enter Valexcic ivilh papers, 

Val. So must it be ' I have examined tliese 
With scarce a palpitating licart—so c.din, 

Keeping her image almost wholly oft, 

Setting upon myself determined walth, 

Repelling to the uttermost his claims. 

And the result is . . . all men would pronounce 
Am not I, only, the result to be— 
llerthold is Heir ; she has no shade of rigliL 
To the distinction which divided us, 
lint, suffered to rule first f know not why, 

Her rule coifnivod at by those Kings and INjpes, 

To serve some dcvirs-purposo,—now his gained, 
Whate’er it was, the rule txjiires as well. 

—Valence, this rapture . . selfish ran it be ? 
h'ject it from your hcait, her home !—It i ys I 
Ah, the brave world that opens on us bolh ! 

. . . Do my poor towmsmen so c'^'cem it ? Ch .‘s,— 

I need not your pale faces ’ This, reward 
For service done to you ? Too horrible ! 

I never served you—hwas myself I served 

Nay—served not- rather saved from punishment 

Winch, had I failed you then, would plague me now ! 

My life continues yours, and your life, mine— 

But if, to take pod’s gift, I swerve no step— 

Cleves !—if I breathe no prayer for it—if she, 

[Footsteps without. 

Colombe, that comes now, freely gives iKrself— 
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Will CJIevcs require, that, turning thus to her, 

I ■ « • ^ 

^Enter Pkince Bkriiiold. 

--Pardon, sir—I did not look for you 

Till night, in the Hall; nor have as yet declared 

My judgment to the Lady ! 

Jierth, So I hoped. 

VaL And yet I searcely know why that should check 
The frank disclosure of it first to )ou— 

What her right seems, and what, in consequence. 

She will decide on— 

Balk, That I need not ask. 

Val, You need not * I liave proved the L.idy’s mind — 
And, justice being to do, dare act for her. 

Berth, Doubtless she has a very noliic mind ! 

Val, Oh, never fear but she’ll in each conjuncture 
Be.ir herself bravely ; she no whit depends 
On circumstance ; as she adorns a tlironc. 

She had adorned ... * 

Berth, . , A cottage—in what book 

Have I read that, of every (lueen that lived t 
A throne? You have not been instructed, sure, 

Tq^ forestall my request ? 

Val. ‘Tis granted, sir— 

My heart instructs me. I have scrutinized 
Your claims . . . 

Berth. Ah—claims, you mean, at first prcferrtd ! 

T come, before the hour appointed me. 

To pray you let those claims at present rest— 

In favour of a new and stronger one. 

Val, You shall not need a stronger : on the part 
Of the lady, all you offej: I accept, 

Since one clear right sumces : yours is clear. 

Propose 1 

‘ Berth , I dffer'her my hand. 
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VaL Your hand ? 

Berth. A Duke’s, yourself say ; and, at no far iXne, 
Sometlnng here whispers me— the EmperorW 
The Lady’s mind is noble ; which induced 
The seizure of occasion ere my claims 
Were—settled, le^ us amicably say ! 

VaL Your hand ' 

Berth. (lie will fall down and kiss it next!) 

Sir, this astonishment’s too flattering— 

Nor must you hold your mistress’ worth so cheap ! 
Enhance it, rather,—urge that blood is blood— 

The daughter of the Burgraves, Landgiaves, Markgiaves, 
Remains their daughter; I shall scarce gainsay ! 
Elsewhere or here, the Lady needs must rule : 

Like the Imperial crown’s great chrysoprase. 

They talk of—somewhat out of keeping there. 

And yet no jew'el for a meaner cap ! 

Val. You wed the Duchess ? 

Berth. Cry you mercy, friend ! 

Will the match influence many fortunes here ? 

A natural solicitude enough ! 

Be certain, no bad chance it proves for you ' 

However high you take your present stand, 

There’s prospect of a higher still remove - 
For Juliers will not be my resting place, 

And, when I have to choose a sub'.iitute 
To rule the little burgh, I’ll think if you. 

You need flot give your mates a clwiacter ! 

And yet 1 doubt your fitness to supplant 
The grey smooth Chamberlain—he’d hesitate 
A doubt his lady could demean herself 
So low as to accept me. Courage, sir 1 
I like your method better—feeling’s play 
"Is franker much, and flatters me lieside. 

Val. I am to say, you love lici ? 

Berth. S:.y t>jat too ! 
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Love no great concernment, thinks the world, 

With a-JJuke^ marriage—How go precedents 
In Juher&^sCory—^how use Juhers’ Dukes ? 

I see you have them here in goodly row; 

Yon must be Liiitpold,—ay, a stalwart sire ') 

—Say, I have been arrested suddenly 
In my ambition’s course, its rocky course. 

By this sweet flower^I fain would gather it 
And then proceed—so say and speedily— 

—(Nor stand there like Duke Luitpold’s bra/en self!) 
Enough, sir: you possess my mind, I think. 

This IS my claim, the others being withdrawn. 

And to this, be it that, in the Hall to-night. 

Your Lady’s answer comes; till when, farewell! 

\He retires. 

Val. [after a pattse,'\ The heavens and eailh stay as 
they were—my heart 

Beats as it l)eat—the truth remains the truth ! 

What falls away, then, if not faith in her 
Was It my faith, that she could estimate 
Love’s value,—and, such faith still guiding me, 

Dare I now test her?--or grew faith so strong 
Solely because no power of test W'lis mine ? 

Enter the Duciiiiss. 

The D My fate, sir ’ Ah, you turn away—all’s o^’er I 
But you are sorry for me—be not so ! 

Wliat I might have beLome, and never was, 

Regret w'lth me ; what I have inciely been. 

Rejoice I am no longer; what I seem 
Beginning now, in my new state, to be, 

Hope that I am,—for, once my rights proved void. 

This heavy roof seems rvisy to exchange 
For the blue sky outside—my lot henceforth ! 

Val, And what a lot is Berthold’s ! 

The D. 


How of him ? 
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Fil/. tie gatlicrii earth’s whole good into his ar/ 
Standing, as mail, mivv, staluly, strong 
Marching to fodiinc, not surprised by her : 

One great ami, I'ke a guiding-star, above— 

Which tasks stn wisdom, stateliness, lo lift 

Ills manhood to t-ie height that takes tlie pii/e , 

A prize not near—lest overlooking earth 
lie rashly spring Lo seize it—nor remote, 

So that he rests upon his path content 

But day by day, while shimmering grows shnio, 

And the faint circlet prophesic'^ the orb, 

He sees so much as, just evolving these, 

The stateliness, the wisdom and the sUcngili, 

To due comjilction, will Miflicc this life. 

And lead him at its giaiide’st to the grave. 

After this star, out of a night he springs ; 

A beggar’s cradle for the throne of tin ones 
He quits, so, mounting, feels each step lie mounts. 
Nor, as fronii-'acli lo each cxuUingly 
He passe**, overleaps one grade ot joy. 

This, for his own good —with the world, each ''.n't 
Of God arid man,—Reality, Tradition, 

Fancy and Fatt—so well environ linn. 

That as a m 3 stir panoply they scive - 
Of force, untenaiUed, to aw^e niaiik'iul, 

And work his purpose out woth half 11 il iiorld, 
While he, J.heir masier, dexterously ilipL 
From such encumbrance, is nicantune enj[ loyed 
Witli his own prowess on the other hall 
Thus shall he prosper, every day’s success. 

Adding, to what is He, a solid strength— 

An aery might to what encircles him, 

^,Till at the last, so life’s routine Ik-nds hcl]i, 

That as the Emperor only breathes aiul moves. 

His shadow shall be watched, his step 01 vialk 
Become a comfort or a portent; how 
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Tie Lra'i^s his ermine take significance,— 

Till even his pgwer shall cease to be mtist power, 

And men sltall dread his weakness more, noi daic 
3'eril their earth its br.ivest, first and bc^t, 

Its typified invincibility. 

So shall he go on, greatening, till he cod') 

The man of men, the spint of all llesh, 

The fiery centre of an earthy world ! 

The D. Some such a fortune 1 had dreamed should use 
Out of my own—that is, above my power 
Seemed other, greater potencies to stretch— 

VaL For you ? 

The D. It was not I moved there, I think : 

But one I could,—though constantly beside, 

And aye approaching,—still keep distant from, 

And so adore. ’Twas a man moved there ! 

VaL Who? 

The D. I felt the spirit, never saw the face ! 

VaL See it! ’Tis licrthold’s ! lie enabVs you 
To realise your vision ! 

The D. Berthold? 

ViiL Duke— 

Emperor to be : he proflers you his hand. 
l^he D. Generous and princely ! 

VaL He IS all of this. 

The D. Thanks, Berthold, for my f.uhei’s sake—no 
hand 

Degrades me ! 

VaL You accept the proffered liand ? 

The />. That he should love me ! 

VaL Loved ” I did not say ! 

Had that been—love might so incline the Prince 
To the world’s good, the Vorld that’s at his foot,— 

1 do not know, this moment, I should dare 
Desire that you nefu'jed the world—and Clevcs— 

The sacrifice lie asks ! 



i6o 


COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY. < 


The D. , Not love me, sir ? 

ViL He scarce affirmed it. ^ - 

The D, May not deeds affirm ? 

VaL What Joes he? . . . Yes—yes—very much he 
does ! 

All the shame saved, he thinks, and sorrow saved— 
Immitigable sorrow, so he thinks,— 

Sorrow that’s deeper than we dream, perchance ! 

The D. Is not this love ? 

VaL So very much he does ! 

For look, you can descend now gracefully— 

All doubts are banished, that the world might have, 

Or worst, the doubts yourself, in after-time, 

May call up of your heart’s sincereness now : 

To such, reply, “ I could have kept my rule— 

" Increased it to the utmost of my dreams— 

“ Yet I abjured it! ” This, he does for you : 

It is munificently mucli! 

The D. (- Still “ much ! ” 

But why is it not love, sir ? Answer me ! 

VaL Because not one of Berthold’s woids and looks 
Had gone with love’s presentment of a flower 
To the beloved : because bold confide uce, 

Open superiority, free pride — 

Love owns not. yet were all llif't Beithold rv\ >^-d ; 
Because where reason, even, finds no flaw, 

Unerringly a lover’s instinct may. 
n The D. You reason, then, and doubt ? 

VaL r love, and know. 

The D, You love?—How strange! I never cast a 
thought 

On that! Just sec our selfishness—you seemed 
So much my own . . . I hactmo ground—and yet, 

I never dreamed another might divide 
My power with you, much less exceed it ! 

VaL ' Lady, 
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I am y^urs wliolly ! 

T!id D. Oh, no, no, nol mine ! 

*Tis not t^i^s.lfne now, never more can he ! 

—Your first love, doubtless ! Well, wliat’s gone from 
me’ 

What have I lost in you ? 

Val, My heart replies— , 

No loss there ! ... So to Berthold back again 1 
This offer of his hand, he bids me make— 

Its obvious magnitude is well to weigh ! 

TJte D, She’s . . • yes, she must he very fair for you ! 
VaL I am a simple Advocate of Cleves. 

The D, You ! With the heait and brain that so helped 
me, 

1 fancied them exclusively my own, 

Yet find are subject to a stronger sway ! 

She must be . . . tell me, is she very fair ? 

VaL Most fair, Ijeyond conception or belief! 

The Black eyes?—no matter! Colomlje, the world 

leads 

Its life without you, whom your friends professed 
The only woman—see how true they spoke ! 

One lived this while, who never saw your face, 

No^hcard your voice—unless. . . . Is she from Cleves ? 
VaL Cleves knows her well! 

The D. Ah—^just a fancy, now ! 

When you poured forth the wrongs of Cleves,—I said, 

—Thought, that is, afterward . . . 

Val, You thought of me ’ 

The D, Of what else? Only sucli great cause, I 
thouglit, 

For such effect—see what true love can do ! 

Cleves his love '—I almost fear to ask 
, . . Nor will not! This is idling—to our work ! 

Admit before thi^ Prince, without reserve. 

My claims mi«igrounded ; then may follow better 

12 
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. . . When you pxjured out Cleves* wrongs impebiously, 
Was she in your mind ? 

All done w.is ddhc irf her — 

—To humble iu'‘! 

The D. She will be proud ul least! 

VcU. Slie V 

The I). Wlien you tell her ! 

Vah That will never be ! 

The D, How—are there sweeter things you hope to 
tell ? 


No, sir ! You counselled me,—I counsel you 
In the one point I—any woman—can ! 

Your worth, the first thing; let her own come next— 
Say what you did through her, and she through you— 
The praises of her beuity afleinard ! 

Will you ? 

Val. I dare not ' 


The D, Dare not ? 

VaL t She I lo\e 

Suspects not such a love in me. 

The D. You jest! 

Val. The lady is abo\e me and away ! 

Not only the brave form, and the bright mind, 
And the great heart, combine to press nn* low - 
But all the world calls rank divides us. 

The D. Kiult ’ 

Now grant me patience ! Here’s a man declines 
OraculaHy in another's case— 

Sees the true value and the false, for them— 


Nay, bids them see it, and they straight do see ' 
You called my court’s love worthless—it turned : 
1 threw away as dross my heap of wealth, 

And here you stickle for a pici'ie or two ! ^ 

First—has she seen you ? 


Val. 
The D. 



Yes! 
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Val. ^ne flash of hope burst—then succeeded night— 
And all’s ajL darkest n()w. Impossible ! 

'rAe 1). We’ll try: you are—so to speak—my subject 
yet? 

Val. < As ever—to the death ! 

* The D. Obey me, then ! 

Val. I must ! 

The D. Approach her, and . . No* First of all 

Get more assuiancc ; '* my instructress,” say, 

“ Was great, descended from a line of kings, 

“And even fair”—(wait why I say this folly)— 

“She said, of all men, none for eloquence, 

“Courage, and (what cast even these to shade) 

“The heart they sprung from,—none deserved like hnn 
“ Who saved her at her need—if she said this, 

“ What should not one I love, say?” 

Val. Heaven—this hope — 

Oh, lady, you are filling me with fire ' 

The D. Say this !—nor think I bid you cas4 aside 
One touch of all that awe and reverence ! 

Nay—make her proud for tince to heart’s content 
That all this wealth of heart and soul’s her own ! 

Think you arc nil of this,—and, thinking it, 

. . ^(Obey!) 

Val. I cannot cnoosc • 

The D. Then, kneel to her * 

' [Valence on hn knee . 

I dream ! 

Val. Have mercy ! * Yours, unto the death,- - 
I have obeyed. Despise, and let me die. 

The D. Alas, sir, is it to be ever thus ? 

Even with you as with the world ? I know 
This morning’s service wastio vulgar deed 
Whose motive, once it dares avow itself, 

Explains all done jLndJnfinitely more, 

So takes the shelter of a nobler cause. 
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Your service named its true source,—loyalty ! 

The iesl\s unsaid The Duclicss fcjds vpu, 

Rise, sir ! The 1‘rincc’s ^\ords were in debate. 

VaL ] Rise! Triitli, as ever, Lady, comes 

from yo.i ! 

I should rise—I '.hat spoke for Clevcs, can speak 
b'or Man—yet tremble now, that stood firm then ! 

I laughed—for ’twas past tears—that Clevcs should starve 
With all hearts boating loud the infamy, 

And no tongue daiing trust as much to air ! 

Yet here, where all hearts speak, shall I be mute ? 

Oil lady, foi your own sake look on me ! 

On all I am, and have, and do—heart, brain, 

Body and soul,—this Valence and his gifts I 
I was proud once —I saw you—and they sank, 

So that each magnified a thousand times 
Were nothing to you—but such nothingness 
Would a crown gild it, or a sceptre prop, 

A treasure speed, a laurel-wicatli enhance? 

What IS my own desert ? But should your love 

Have . . there’s no language helps here . . singled me,* - 

Then—Oh, that wild word “ then I ”—be just to love, 

In generosity its attribute ! 

Love, since >ou pleased to love ! Ail s 1 leared— 

Kor trial of the question kept so long 
For you—Is Love or Vanity th<‘ best ? 

You, solve It for the world’s sake—you, speak first 
3 Vhat all will shout one day—you, vimlicate 
Our earth and he its angel! All is said. 

I^dy, I offer nothing—I am yours, 

Rut for the cause’ sake, look on me and Iiim 
And speak ! 

The n. I have rcrciveH the Prince’s message ; 

Say, I prep ire my answer ! 

VaL T.ik^ Clevcs ’ 

\He withdratvs^ 
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77ie MournAil—that nothing’s what it c.ills itself! 

Devotion, zeal, faith, loyalty—mere love ’ 

And, love in question, what may Bertholrl’s be ? 

I did ill to mistrust the world so soon— 

Already was this Berthold at my side ! 

The valley-level has its hawks, no doubt: 

May not the rock-top have its eagles, ? 

Yet Valence ... let me sec his Kiv.il Uk n ! 


ACT V. 


scENi:.—yy^’ Mi//. 

lijiftj' Bicr 1 iroi D umil Mi- n 1110 r. 

J/g/. And here you wait Llie matter’s issue? 

Berth, Jfcic. 

Md. I don’t regret I shut Amclius, then !• 

But tell me, on this grand disclosure,— how 
Behaved our spokesman with the forehead ? 

Berth. Oh, 

Turned out no better than the forehcadlcss— 

\\’ls dazzled not so very soon—that’s all I 
For my part, this is scarce the hasty, showy. 
Chivalrous measure you give me credit of! 

Perhaps I had the fancy,—but ’tis gone— 

—Let her commence the unfriended innocent. 

And carry wrongs about from court to court ? 

No, truly ! The least shake of Fortune’s sand, 

—My uncle-Pope chokes in a coughing-fit, 

King Philip takes a fancy to blue eyes,— 

And wondrously her claiiifs would brighten up ! 

Forth comes a new gloss on the ancient law, 
O’er-looked pro\<soe6, past o’er premises. 
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' Follow in plenty—No—’lis the safer step. 

The hour beneath the convent-wall js lost— 

Juliers and she, once mine, arc ever minc¥ • • 

McL Which IS to say, you, losing heart alieady, 

Filude the adveivurc ’ 

Berth. Not so—or, if so— 

Why not confess at once, that I advise 
None of our kingly craft and guild just now 
To lay, one monieiil, down their privilege 
AVith the notion they can any time *11 plc*isuro 
Retake it—tliat may turn out hazardous ! 

We seem, in Europe, pretly well at end 
O’ the niglit, with onr great masque : those kivourcd few 
Who keep the chamber’s top, and hoiu^ur’s chance 
Of the early evening, in*ay retain their place 
And figure as they lisL till out of hreath. 

Rut It IS growing late ; and I observe 
A dun grim kind of tipstaves at the doorway 
Not only bar new-comers entenng now, 

Rut caution Vhose wlio left, for any cause, 

And w^ould return, that morning draws too ru-ar ; 

The ball must die off, shut itself uj). Wc— 

I think, may dance lights out and sunshine in, 

And sleep off headache on our frippeiy 
Rut friend the other, wdio cunningly stole out, 

And, after breathing the fresh an outside. 

Means to rc-entei with a new costi me, 

Will be advised go back to bed, 1 fear. 

I sjtjck to privilege, on second thoughts ' 

Mel. Yes—you evade the adventure '—\nd, beside, 
Give yourself out for colder than you arc. 

—King Philip, only, notes the lady’s eyes ? 

Don’t they come in for somewljat of the motive 
With you too I* 

Berth, Yes—no : I am jiast that now ! 

Gone ’tis—I cannot shut my eyes to*facft 
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Of collide, I might by forclhought and contrivance 
Reason myself into a raptuie. Gone ! 

And someLhin^ better’s come instead, no doubt. 

McL So be It! Yet, all the same, proceed my way, 
Though to )our end ; so shnll you prosper best. 

The lady,—to be won for selfish end*-,— 

Will be W'on easier my unselfish . . . call it, 

Romantic way. 

Berth* Won easier? 

Mel. Will not she ? 

Berth. There I profess humility wiLliout bound ! 

Ill cannot speed—not I—the Emperor * 

Mel. And 1 should think the Emperor best waived, 
From your description of her mood and way ! 

You could look, if it pleased you, into hearts; 

But are too indolent and fond of watching 
Your own—you know that, for you study it ! 

Berth Had you hut seen the orator her friend, 

So bold and voluble an hour before. 

Abashed to earth at aspect of the change ! 

^^ake her an Empress ? Ah, that changed the case ! 

. . Oh, I read hearts ! And for my own behoof, 

I court her witli my true worth—sec the event 1 
I Ui^rned my final lesson on that head 
When years ago,—my first and last essay ! 

Before my uncle could obtain the ear 
Of his superior, help me from the dirt— 

Priscilla left me for a Brabant Duke 
Whose cheek was like the tojiaz on his thumb. 

I am past illusion on that score. 

Mel. I lore comes 

The lady— 

Berth. —And there yoU|go ' But do not! Give me 
Another chance to please you. Hear me plead ! 

Mel. You’ll ke^, then, to the lover, to the man ? 
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Enter the followed by Adoli' and S^byne, 

andy after an interval^ by the Courtiers. 

Berth, Good auspice to our meeting ! 

The D, May it prove ! 

—And you, sir, v dl be Emperor one day ? 

Berth. (Ay—that’s the point ’) I may be Emperor. 
'I'he D. 'Tis not for my sake only, I am proud 
Of this you offer ; I am prouder far 
Tliat from the highest state should duly spring 
The highest, since most generous, of deeds. 

Berth, (Generous—still that!) You underrate }our¬ 
self 

You are, what I, to be complete, must have— 

Kind now, and may not find, another time. 

While I career on all the world for stage, 

There needs at home my representative— 

The D. —Such, rather, would some warrior-woman 
be— 

One dowerefl wuth lands and gold, or rich in friends — 
One like yourself! 

Berth, I^dy, I am myself, 

And have all these : I want what’s not myself. 

Nor has all these. Why give one hand • wo swords ? 
Here’s one already: be a friend’s next gift ' 

A silk glove, if you will—I have a sw'ord ! 

The D, You love me, then ? 

Berth.* Your.lineage I revere— 

Honour your virtue, in your truth beliew. 

Do homage to your intellect, and bow 
Before your peerless beauty. 

The D, But, for love— 

Berth. A further love I do not understand. 

Our best course is to say these'nideous truths, ^ 

And see them, once said, grow endurable. 

Like waters shuddering from their ccntiVd bed, 
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Black w^th the midnight bowels of the earth, 

That, once up-spouted by an earthquake’s throe, 

A portent and a Jfcrror—soon subside, 

Freshen apace, take gold and rainbow hues 
In sunshine, sleep in shadow,—and,.at last, 

Grow gommon to the eaith as hills or trees— 

Accepted by all things they came to scaic. 

The D. You cannot love, then ? 

Berth. —Chaileinugnc, perhapj ! 

Are you not over-curious in love-lore ? 

The D. I have become so, very recently. 

It seems, then, I shall best dcser\c esteem. 

Respect, and all your candour promises, 

By putting on a calculating mood— 

Asking the terms of my becoming yours ? 

Berth. Let me not do mjsclf injustice, neilliei ! 
BecaUsSe I will not condescend to fittions 
That promise what my soul can ne’ei acf|U]t. 

It does not follow that my guarded phrase 
May not include far more of what jou seek, * 

Than wide professions of less scriiimlous men. 

You will be Empress, once for all—with me 
The Pope disputes supremacy—you stand 
Aqinone gainsays, the Earth’s first woman ! 

The D. Tlial - 

Or simple Lady of Raveslcin again ? 

Berth. The matter’s not in my arbitrcmenl! 

Now I have made my claims—which I regret— 

Cede one, cede all ! 

The I). This claim then, you enforce ^ 

Berth. The world looks on. 

The D. And when must I decide ? 

Berth. “When,” LadyJ Have I said thus much so 
promptly 

For nothing? Poured out, with such pains, at once 
What I might else ha fe suffered to ooze forth 
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Droplet hy droplet in a lifc-time long. 

For raight less tli.in as prompt an answer, too? 

All's tairly tol*l now—who can Leach yotPmoic? 

7'Ae D, I do not see him ' 

Berth. I shall ne’er deceive I 

This olTer had In. n made botUtingly 
Would time allow the better setting forth 
The good of it, with what is not so good, 

Advantage, and disparagement ns well— 

I5iit as It IS, the sum of both must serve. 

I am already weary of this place— 

My thoughts arc next stage on to Rome. I )ecjdc ' 

The Empire—or,—not even Bdicrs now ’ 

Hail to the Empress—farewell to the Duchess * 

\7'he Courtiers, “who have beat d^'awint:^ nearer amt 
nearer.^ interf'osc. 

Courtiers. . . . “ Farewell,” Prince ^ when wc break 
in at our iisk - 

Cltig. (Almost upon Court-licence trespassing)— 
Courtiers .—To jiointouthow your claims are valid yet ! 
You know not, by the Duke her Father's will, 

The lady, if she weds beneath her rank, 

Forfeits her Duchy in the next heir’s favour— 

So ’tis expressly sti])ulatc. And if 
It can be shown ’tis her intent to wed 
A subject, then yourself, next lie!-, by right 
Succeed to Julicrs. 

Berth.* What insanity ^ . . . 

•'Gui. Sir, there’s one Valence—the pale fiery miiii 
You saw and heard, this morning—thought, no doubt, 
Was of considerable standing here— 

I put it to your penetration, Prince, 

If aught save love, the truest iQve for her. 

Had made him serve the lady as lie did ! 

He’s simply a poor advocate of Cleves ^ 

—Creeps here with difficulty, finds sf place 
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With (\p.n{rer, gets in by a miracle, 

And for the first time meets the Lady’s face— 

So runs the stoi^—is that credible ? 

Por, first—no sooner in, than he’s .ipprised 
Fortunes have changed; you arc all-powerful here, 

The Lady as powciless : lie stands fast I)y her ! 

The D. [As/ffe.l (And do such deed', siniiig up from 
love alone ?) 

Cut. But here occurs the question, does the Lady 
Love him again ? I say, How else can she ? 

Can she forget how he sUiod singly foith 
In her defence, dared outrage all of us, 

Insidt yourself—for what save love’s rewaid? 

7he D. (And is love then the sole rcwaid of love ^) 
Gut. But, love him as she may and must—you ask, 
Means she to wed him ? “ Yes,” both natuics answer ! 

Both, in their pride, point out the sole result— 

Nought less would he accept nor she propose ’ 

For each conjuncture was she great eiiougli— 

—Will be, for this ! * 

Clug. Though, now that this is known, 

Policy, doubtless, uiges she deny . . . 

The D. —What, sir, and wherefore?—since I am not 
A sine 

That all is any other thiiti you say ? 

You take this Valence, hold him close to me, 

Him with his actions : can I choose but look ? 

I am not sure, love trulier shows itself 
Than in this man, you hate and would degrade, 

Yet, with your worst abatement, show me thus : 

Nor am I—(thus made look wnthin myself. 

Ere I had dared,)—now that the look is dared— 

Sure that I do not love hmj ! 

Gut. Hear you, Prince? 

Berth. And wlyxt, sirs, please you, may this prattle 
mean ? 
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—Unless to prove witli wliat alacrity 
You pi VC your Lady’s secrets to the world - 
—How much i idebtcd, for discovering 
That quality, you make me, will be found 
When next a ket per for my own's to seek ! 

Courtiers. ‘ * < Jur Lady ? ” 

Berth. —She assuredly remains ' 

'I'he D. Ah, Prince—and you too ran be generous ? 
You could renounce your power, if this were so. 

And let me, as these phrase it, wed my love 
Yet keep my Duchy? You perhaps exceed 
Him, even, in disinterestedness ! 

Berth. How, Lady, should all this aflecL iny purpose? 
Your will and choice arc still as ever, fiee ! 

Say, you have known a worthier than myself 
In mind and heart, of happier form unci face ; 

Others must have their birthnglit! I have gifts, 

To balance theirs, not blot them out of sight! 

Against a hundred other qualities, 

I lay the pri'e I offer. I am nothing — 

Wed you the Empire ? 

TYie D. And my heart away ? 

Berth. When have I made pretension to your hoai L ? 

I give none. I shall keep yonr honour -vife— 

With mine I trust you, as the snilptor trusts 
Yon marble woman with the maihle rose, 

Loose on her hand, she never will lei fall, 

Xn graceful, slight, silent security. 

You will be proud of my world-wide career. 

And 1 content in you the fair and good. 

What were the use of planting a few seeds. 

The thankless climate never would mature -- 
Affections all repelled by circum.stance ? 

Enough : to these no credit I attach,— 

To what you own, find nothing to objoci. 

Write simply on my Requisition’s fahe 
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What^hall content my friends—that you admit, 

As CoJr)inbc of Kavestcin, the claims therein, 

Or never need Sdmit llic*m, as my wife— 

And either way, all’s ended. 

TJie I). Let all end ! 

Berth. The KcquibiLion ! 

Courtiers. —Valence holds, of course ! 

Berth. Desire his presence ! [Adolf goes out. 

Courtiers [to each other.'\ Out it all comes yet I 
lie’ll have his word against the bargain still! 

He’s not the man to tamely acquiesce ' 

One passionate appeal—upliraiding even, 

Might turn the tide again ! Despair not yet' 

[They retire a Httk. 
Berth, [to Melchior.] The Empire has its old suc¬ 
cess, my friend ! 

Mel. You’ve had your way; licfore the spokesman 
* comes, 

I.et me, but this once, work a problem out ^ 

And ever more lie dumb ! The Empire wins ? 

To better purpose I have read my books ! 

Bfiter Vaienlk. 

^Mel. [to the Courtiers.] Apart, my masters ! 

[To Valence.] Sir, one word nidi you ! 

I am a poor dependent of the Prince’s— 

Pitched on to speak, as of slight consequence: 

You are no higher, I find—in other words, 

We two, as piobably tlic wisest here, 

Need not hold diplomatic talk like fools : 

Suppose I speak, divesting tlie plain fact 
orall their tortuous plirases, fit for them— 

Do you reply so, and whjit trouble’s saved ! 

The Prince, then—an embroiled strange heap 01 new's 
This moment rejLch|p him—if true or false, 

All dignify forbids he should enquire 





174 


COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY. 


In person, or by worthier deputy ; 

Yet somehow must enquire, lest slander come : 

And so ’tis I am pitched on. You have ficard 
Ills offer to yoiir Lady? 

VaL Yes. 

MeL —Concci\ e 

Her joy thereat ?— 

Val. I cannot. 

Mel. No one can : 

All draws to a conclusion, therefoie. 

Val. [j4si^e.] So 1 

No after-judgment—no first thought revised — 

Her first and last decision !—me, she leaves— 

Takes him—a simple heart is flung aside, 

The ermine o’er a heartless breast embraced ! 

Oh Heaven, this mockery has been played too oft ! 

Once, to surprise the angels—twice, that fiends 
Recording, might be proud they chose not so— 

Thrice, many thousand times, to teach the world 

All men should pause, misdoubt their strength, since men 

Could have such chance yet fail so signally, 

—But ever—ever—this farewell to heaven, 

Welcome to c irth—this taking death for life— 

This spurning love and kneeling to the wi ild— , 

Oh Heaven, u is too often and too old ! 

Mel. Well, on this point—wh.it but an absm J rumour 
Arises—sthese, its source—its subject, you ! 

Your faith and loyalty misconstniing, 

They say,.your service claims the lady’s hand ' 

Of course, nor Prince nor Lady can resjioml— 

Yet something must be said—for, were it true 
You made such claim, the Prince would . . . 

Val. .• Well, sir, would ? 

Mel. —Not only probably withdraw his suit, 

But, very like, the lady might be forced. 

Accept your own.—Oh, there are reasons why ! 
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But yoi%’ll excuse at present all save this,— 

I think so. What wc want is, your own witness, 

For, or against-^hcr good, or >ours ; decide ! 

VaL \Asule.'\ Be it her good if she accounts it so I 
[^After a contest. \ For wh.it arn I but hcis, to choose as 
she ? 

Who knows how f.ir, beside, the light fiom her 
May reach, and dwell with, what she looks upon ? 

Mel. {to the Prince.] Now to him, you ! 

Berth, {to Vatfnce.] My friend acquaints you, sir. 
The noise runs . . 

Val. . . . Prince, how fortunate are you, 

Wedding her as you will, m spite of it, 

To show belief m love • Let her but love you, 

All else you disregard ! What else can be ? 

You know how love is incompatible 
With falsehood—purihcs, assimilates 
All other passions to itself. 

^^el. Ay, sir: 

But softly ! Where in the object we select. 

Such love is, perchance, wanting? 

Val. Then, indeed, 

What is it you can lake ? 

J^l. Nay—ask tlie W'orhl 

Youth, beauty, virtue, an illustrious name. 

An influence o’er mankind ! 

Val. When man perceives . . . 

—Ah, I can only speak as for myself! 

The D. Speak for yourself! 

Val. ^lay I ?—no, I have sjioken, 

And time’s gone by !—Had I seen such an one— 

As I loved her—weighing thoroughly that word— 

So should my task be to evolve her love— 

If for myself!—if for another—well! 

Berth. Heroic tr^ly I And your sole reward,— 

The secret pride in yieftling up your own ? 
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VaL Who thought upon reward ? And yet hojv much 
Comes after—Oli what amplest rccompcncc ! 

Is the knowledge of her, nought ? the nltmory, nought ? 

-— - L id)-, should such an one have looked on yon, 

Ne’er wiong ) ourself so far as quote the world, 

And say, love ( ui go unrequited here ! 

You will have h issed him to his whole life’s end— 

Low passions hindered, baser cares kept back, 

All goodness cherished where you dwelt—and dwell. 
What would he have ? He holds you—you, both form. 
And mind, m his,—where self-love makes such room 
For love of you, he would not serve you now 
The vulgar way,—repulse your enemies, 

Win you new realms, or best, in saving you 
Die blissfully—that’s past so long ago ! 

He wishes you no need, thought, care of him— 

Your good, by any means, himself unseen, 

Away, forgotten !—He gives that life’s task up, 

As iL were . . . but this charge which I return— 

f Offers the whuk she iake^. 

Wishing your good ! 

The D, \havi7ig subscribed it.'\ And opportunely, sir-- 
Since at a birthday’s close, like this of mine, 

Clood wishes gentle deeds reciprocate. 

Most on a wedding day, as nine is too, 

Should gifts be thought of: yours comes first In' right. 
Ask of me ! 

Berth. lie shall have whate’er he asks, 

For your sake and his own ! 

VaL [^jide.] If I should ask— 

The withered bunch of flowcis she wears—perhaps, 

One last touch of her hand, 1 nc\ er more 
Shall see * « 

{After a fan^c, presenting his paper to the Prince. 
Clews’ I'rince, redrc'^s thc^vrongs of Cleves ! 
Berth. I will, sir ! ' 



COLOMBE’S BIRTHDAY. 


1/ / 

Th& Id, [as Valence prepares to reti?e.1 —Nay, do 
out you’‘*duty, fir'st! 

You bore this paper : I have registered 
My answei to it: read it and have done ! 

[Valence 7'eaits it, 

—I take him—give up Juliers and llie world ! 

This is my Birth-day. 

DJel. Berthold, my one hero 

Of the world she gives up, one friend worth my books, 
Sole man I think it pays the pains lo watch,— 

Speak, for I know you through }oiir Vopes and Kings ' 
Berth, \ajter a pause ] I.ady, well rewarded ! Sir, as 
well deserved ’ 

I could not imitate—I hardly envy— 

1 do admire you ! All is for the best ! 

Too costly a flower were you, I see it now, 

To pluck and set upon my barren helm 
To wither—any garish plume will do ' 

I ’ll not insult you and refuse your Duchy— 

You can so well afford to yield it me, 

And I were left, without it, sadly off! 

As it is—for me—if that will flatter you, 

A somewhat wearier life seems U> remain 

Tlfan I thought possible where . . . ’faith, their life 

Begins already—they’re too occupied 

To listen—and few words content me best ’ 

\_Abruptly to the Courtiers.] I am your Duke, though ’ 
Who obey me here ? 

The D, Adolf and Sabyne follow us— 

Gui, [startingfrom the Courtiers.]-And I .■* 

Do I not follow them, if I mayn’t you ? 

Shall not 1 get some little duties up 
At Ravestem and emulate Ac rest ^ 

God save you, Gaucelme ! 'Tis my Birth-day, too ! 

Berth, You happy handful that remain with me 
.. . . That is, with Dietrich the black Barnabite 

n 
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I shall leave over you—will earn joiir wages. 

Or Dielricli has forgot tti ply his tiadc^J 
Aleantime, —go copy me the piecedcnts 
Of every installation, proper styles, 

And pedigrt»’> of all your juhers’ I^ukcs— 

While I prep ire to go on iny old way, 

And soinew'hat wearily, I must confess 

yy. (mv//; a L\hf ]oyoii\ lau^h as she 
ftom them.] 0»ine, A'.ileiue, to our fiiLiiils— 
God’s carlli . 

VaL [tfj ihe falls into his aifn\ ]- “And thee 1 
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1 . 

You ’rk my fucnd : 

I w^is thi; iiuiii the I^iikc ^^pol^e to ; 

I helped tlic I3ucliess to cmsL oft his yoke, too 
So, here’s the talc lium I to end, 

My friend * 


ir 

Ours IS a giciit wild country : 

It you clini]> to our castle’s top, 

T don't sec wheie 3 ’oiir eye c.iii stop ; 

Kor when you 'vc passed tlic eorn-lield Jbiint 
Where vineyards leav'c ott. Hocks me packed 
And sheep-range leads to cattle-tract, 

And cattle-tract to open-chase, 

And open-cha^e to the "vciy base 

Of the mr)untain, where, at a funeral pace, 

Round about, solemn and slou , 

One by one, row after row. 

Up and up the pinc-tiecs go, 

So, like black piiests up, and so 
Down the other side again 
To another greater, wilder country. 

That s one vast led drear burnt-up plain, 
Branched thro’ and thro’ with many a vein 
Whence iron’s dug, and copper’s dealt ; 

I^ook right, look left, look straight before,— 
Beneath the>^miAc, above they smelt. 
Copper-ore and iron-c>re, 

179 
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And forge and furnace mould and melt, 

And so on, more and ever more, 

Till, at tin: last, for a bounding belt, 

Comc'' the <fdt sand hoar of the great sea shoic, 
— And the v hole is our Duke’s country ’ 

III. 

I was born the day this present Duke was— 
(And O, says the song, ere I was old ’) 

In the castle where the other Duke ^^as — 
(When I was hopeful and >oung, not old ’) 

I in the Kennel, he in the Bower : 

We are of like :ige to an hour. 

My f.ilher w.as 1 lunlsnian in that day ; 

Who has not heard my father say 
That, when a boar was brought to ba}, 

Three times, four tunes out of five, 

With his huiUs[xar he'd contrive 
To get the killing-piacc transfixed. 

And pm him true, both eyes betwixt ? 
x\nd that’s why the old Duke had latlicr 
Have lost a sjdt-pit than my father, 

And loved to have him ever in cat’ ; 

That’s why my father sLoufl in the h ill 
When the old Duke brouglit his infant r - 
To show the people, and wJule they pas'-o.l 
The wondrous bantling round about. 

Was first to start at the outside bkisl 
As the Kaiser’s courier blew his hcirn. 

Just a month after the babe was born. 

And ” quoth the Kaiser’s courici, since 
“ The Duke has got an Heir, our Bnnce 

Needs the Duke’s self at his side : ” 

;The Duke looked down and seemed to wince, 
But he thought of wars o’er the'^woi'id wide, 
Castles a-fire, men on their mai^h, 
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The toppling tower, the crasTiirig arrh ; 

And up he looked, and awhile ho eyed 
The row of creUts and shields and banners, 

Of all achievements after all manners, 

And “ay,” said the Duke with a surly pride. 

The more was his comfort when he died 
At next year’s end, in a velvet suit, 

Wilh a gilt glove on his hand, and hib foot 
Tn a silken shoe for a leather hoot, 

Petticoated like a herald. 

In a chamber next to an ante-room. 

Where he breathed the breath of p;u;o and gioom, 
What he called stink, and they, perfume • 

—They should have set him on red IJcrold, 

Marl with pride, like lire to man.ii^e ! 

They should have got his cheek frcdi tannage 
Such a day as to-day in the merry sunshine ' 

Had they stuck on his list a rougn-foot merlin ! 
—Hark, the wind’s on the heath at its gamg ' 

C^h for a noble falcon-lanner 

To flap each broad wing like a banner, 

And turn in the wind, and dance like flame ’) 

Had they broached a cask of white Iiccr from Bcihn ' 
m -Or if you incline to pro'.cnbe mere wine— 

Put to his lips when they saw him pine, 

A cup of our own Moldavia fine, 

Cotnar, for instance, green as May sorrel, 

And ropy with sweet,—we shall not quarrel 

IV. 

So, at home, the sick tall yellow Duchess 
Was left with the infant* m her clutches, 

She being Ihc daughter God knows who : 

And now was the time to levisit her tribe, 

So, abroad and #,far^they went, the two, 

And let our people rail and gibe 
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At the empty Hall and extinguished fire, 

As loud as we liked, but ever in vain, 

Till after long years we had our desire, 

And back cai.ie the Duke and his mother .igiiin. 


V. 

And be came back the jieilest little :ipe 
That ever affronted human shape; 

Full of his travel, struck at himself— 

You’d say, he despised our bhifl old ways 
—Not he I For in Pans they told the elf 
TJiat our rough North land was the I^aiul of Lays, 

The one good thing left in evil da^s ; 

Since the Mid-Age was the Heroic Time, 

And only m wild nooks like ours 
Could you taste of it yet as in its jirime, 

And see true castles, with proper towers, 

Young-hcarlcd women, old-minded men, 

And manners now as manners were then. 

So, all that the old Dukes had been, without knowing it 
This Duke would fain know he was, without being it; 
’Twas not for the joy’s self, but the joy of his showing ii 
Nor for the pride’s self, but the pride of our seeing it, 
He revived all usages thoroughly worr-out, 

The souls of them fumed-fortb, the hearts of them torn 
out: 

And chief in the chase his neck he jxinlled, 

On a lilhy horse, all legs and length, 

AYith blood for bone, all speed, no strength ; 

—They should have set him on red Berold, 

With die red eye slow consuming m fire, 

And the thin stiff car like an abbey spue ! 

VT. 

Well, such as he was, he miibl marry, heard : 

And out of a convent, at the word,^ 
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Came tljc Lady, in time of spring. 

— Oh, old thoughts they ding, they cling ! 

TJiat clay, I know# with a dozen o:ith'> 

I dad myself in thick hunting-clothes 
Fit for the chase of urox or bullle 
In winter-time when you need to miiflk' : 

But the Duke had a mind wc should cut a figure, 

And so we saw the Lady arrive . 

My friend, I have seen a white ciane higgei ' 

She was the smallest lady alive, 

Made, in a piece of Nature’s madness, 

Too small, almost, for the life and gladness 
That over-filled her, as some hive 
Out of the bears’ reach on the high trees 
Is crowded with its safe merry bees ■ 

In truth, she was not hard to please ' 

Up she looked, down she looked, round at the mead, 
Straight at the castle, that’s best indeerl 
To look at from outside the walls : 

As for us, styled the “ serfs and thralls,” 

She as much thanked me as if she had said it, 

(With her eyes, do you understand ?) 

Because I patted her horse while I led it ; 

And Max, who rode on her other hand, 

Siffd, no bird flew past but she enquired 
What it-, true name w'as, nor ever seemed tired— 

If that was an eagle she s.iw hover,— 

If the green and gray bird on the field was the plover. 
When suddenly appeared the DulsC, 

And as down she sprung, the small foot pointed 
On to my hand,—as with a rebuke, 

And as if his backbone were not jointed, 

The Duke stepped rather aside than forw^ard, 

And welcomed her with his grandest smile ; 

And, mind you, his mother all the while 
ChilleS in the rear,Hike a wind to Norbvard ] 
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And up, like a weary yawn, with its pullies 
Went, in a shriek, the rusty portcullis ; 

And, like a gUd sky the north-wind su?hes, 

Tlic Lady^s face slopped its play, 

As if her first hair had grown grey— 

For such thiii;-i must begin some one day ! 

VII. 

In a day or two she was well tigain ; 

As who should say, “You labour in \ain * 

“ This IS all a jest ag.iinst God, who meant 
“ I should ever be, as I am, content 
“ And glad in his sight ; therefore, glad I will be ! ’* 
So, smiling as at first went she. 

viii. 

She was active, stirring, all fire— 

Could not rest, could not tire— 

To a stone she had given life ! 

{I myself U /cd once, in my day,) 

—For a Shepherd’s, Miner’s, Huntsman’s wife, 

(I had a wife, I know what I say,) 

Never in all the world such an one ! 

And here w'as plenty to be done, 

And she th it could do it, gioat or smah. 

She was to do nothing at all. 

There was already this man in his post, 

This in his station, and that in his othcc, 

> And the Duke’s plan admitted a wife, at most, 

To meet his eye, with the other trophies, 

Now outside the Hall, now m it. 

To sit thus, stand thus, see and be seen. 

At the proper place in the ]5roper iiimute, 

And die away the life betweefj. 

And it was amusing enough, each infraction 
Of rule (but for after-sadness Dial caii&— 



FLIGH^r OF THE DUCHESS. 185 


To lica^ the consummate sclf-Sritisfartion 
With which the young Duke and the old Dame 
Would let her ad'«se, and criticise, 

And, being a fool, instruct the wise. 

And, child-like, jiarcel out praise or bhinie : 

They bore it all m complacent guise, 

As tho’ an ai tiliccr, after contriving 
A wheel-work impgc as if it were living, 

Should find with delight it could motion to sirikc him . 
So found the Duke, and his mother like linn,— 

The Lady hardly got a rebuff— 

That had not been eontemptuous enough, 

With his cursed smirk, as he nodded applause, 

And kept off the old mother-cat’s claws. 

iv. 

So, the little I^ady grew silent and thin, 

Paling and ever paling, 

As the way is with a hid chagrin ; 

And the Duke perceived that she was ailinji 
And said in his heart, “ ’Tis done to spite me, 

“ But I shall find in my power to right me ' *’ 

Don’t swear, friend—the Old One, many a year, 

Is in Hell, and the Duke’s self . . . you shall hear. 


Well, early in autumn, at first winter-waining, 

When the stag had to break with his foot, of a morning, 
'A drinking-hole out of the fresh tender icc 
That covered the pond till the sun, in a trice, 

Loosening it, let out a ripple of gold, 

And another and another, and faster and faster, 

Till, dimpling to blindness, the wide water rolled : 

Then it so chanced that the Duke our master 
Asked himself what were the pleasures in season, 

And found, since Ae calendar ha^le him be hearty, 
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He should do the Middle Age no treason 
In resolving on a hunting-party. 

Always provided, old books showed tlu'uwii> of it! 

What meal t old poets by their strictures ^ 

And when okl poets had said their say of it, 

How taught ^'ld painters in their pictures ? 

We must revt^t to the proper ch.iimels. 

Workings in tapestry, paintings on pannels. 

And gather ujd Woodcraft’s aiithcnlic tradition.,: 

Here was food for our various ambitions, 

As on each case, exactly stated, 

—To encourage your dog, now, the propeiest chirrup. 

Or best prayer to St. Hubert on mounting your stirrup— 
We of the household took thought and debated. 

Blessed was he w'hosc back ached with the jerk in 
His sire was wont to do forest-work in ; 

Blesseder he who nobly sunk “ olis” 

And “ahs” w'hile he tugged on his grandsiic's trunk- 
hose ; 

What signified h.its if they had no runs on, 

Each slouching before and behind like the scallop, 

And able to serve at sea for a shallop, 

Loaded with laccpicr and looped with crimson ? 

So that the deer now, to make a shf'rl rhyme on’t, 

What with our Venerers, Prickers, and Verdcrers, 

Might hope for real hunters at length, and nor murderers, 
And oh, the Duke’s tailor—he had a hot time on’t I 

A 

Now you must knowr, that when the first di/ziuess 
Of flap-hats and buff-coats and jackboots subsided, 

The Duke put this question, “ The Duke’s part piovided, 
“ Had not the Duchess some share in the business?” 

For out of the mouth of two or three witnesses, 

Did he establish all fit-or-unfitnesses : 

And, after much laying of heads together, 
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Sumeboriy’s cap };ot a notable feather 
Ky the announcement with proper unction 
That he had dibcofered the lady’s function; 

Since ancient authors held this tenet, 

“ When horns wind a iiiort and the deer is .it sie^c, 

Let the dtanie of the Castle prick forth on her jeniicl, 
“ And with water to wash the h.ands of lici liegc 
“ In a clc.-in ewer wjth a fair toweling, 

“ Let licr preside at the diseinbowclini; ’’ 

Now, my friend, if yon had so little leligion 
As to catch a hawk, some falcon-lanner, 

And thrust her broad wings like a banne r 
Into a coop for a \ulgai pigeon ; 

And if day by day, and week by week, 

You cut her claws, and scaled her cyi 
And clipped lier wings, and lied her beak, 

Would it cause you any great surprise 
If when you decided to give her an airing 
You found she needed a lilllc preparing i* 

—I say, should you be such a curmudgeon, • 

If she clung to the perch, as to take il in dudgeon ^ 

Vet when the Duke to his lady signified, 

Just a day before, as he judged most dignified, 

In what a pleasure she was to participate,— 

And, instead of leaping wide in flashes, 

Her eyes just lifted their long lashes, 

As if pressed by fatigue even he could not dissipate, 

And duly acknowledged the Duke’s forcLhoiighl, 

But spoke of her health, if her health were worth -night, 
Of the weight by day and the watch by night, 

And much wrong now tliat used to be right, 

So, thanking him, declined the hunting.— 

Was conduct ever more alfronting ? 

With all the ceremony setfled— 

With tl^e towel rea^y, and the sewer 
Polishing up his oldest ewer, 



i88 THE FLIGHT OF THE DUCHESS. 


And Llie jennet pitched upon, a piebald, # 

ULick-barred, crcnm-coalod and pink eye-ball’d,— 

No wonder if the Duke was nettled ! ’**' 

And when she persisted nevertheless,— 

Well, I suppose here’s the time to confess 
That there ra i half round our Lady’s chamber 
A balcony none of the hardest to clamber ; 

And that Jacynth the tue-woman, ready in waiting. 
Stayed in call outside, what need of relating? 

And since Jacynth was like a June rose, why, a fervent 
Adorer of Jacynth, of course, was your servant; 

And if she had the habit to peep through the casement, 
How could I keep at any vast distance? 

And so, as I say, on the Lady’s persistence, 

The Duke, dumb stricken with amazement. 

Stood for a while in a sultry smother. 

And then, with a smile that partook of the awful. 
Turned her over to his yellow mother 
To learn what was decorous and lawful; 

And the mCiher smelt blood with a cai-like instinct, 

As her cheek quick whitened thro’ all its quince-tinct— 
Oh, but the Lady heard the whole truth at once ! 

What meant she ?—Who was she ^—Tier duty and station 
The wisdom of age and the foil)' of > oiiLh, Lt once. 

Its decent regard and its fitting relation— 

In brief, my friend, set all thi. devils in hell ree 
And turn them out to carouse in a belfr), 

And treat the priests to a fifty-part canon, 

And then you may guess how that tongue of heis ran on 
Well, sdinehow or other it ended at last 
And, licking lier whiskers, out she passed ; 

And after her,— making (he hoped) a face 
Like Emperor Nero or Sultan paladin, 

Stalked the Duke’s self witli the austere grace 
Of ancient hero or modern paladin,— 

From door to staircase—oh, such a solelnn 
Unbending of the vertebral column 1 • 
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However, at snnri^JC our company mustered, 

And here was tlie huntsman bidding unkennel, 
And there hicath liis bonnet the pricker blustered. 
With feather dank as a bough of wet fennel ; 

For llie couit-yard’s four walls were filled with f«)g 
You might cut as an axe chops a log. 

Like so much wool for colour and bulkiiiess ; 

And out rode the I^uke in a perfect sulkiiKS'^, 
Since before breakfast, a man feels but <]iuMsily, 
And a sinking at the lower abdomen 
I-Jegiiib the day with inditferoiiL omen • 

And lo, as he looked around uneasily, 

The sun ploiiglicd the fog up and clro\e it asiindei 
This way and tliat from the \ alley undei ; 

And, looking thro’ the court-)ard arch, 

Down in the valley, what should meet liiin 
But a troop of Gypsies on tiicir march, 

No doubt with the annual gifts to greet him. 


Now, in your land, Gypsies rcacii you, only 
After reaching all lands bcsule ; 

North tliey go, south they go, trooping or lonel), 
And still, as they travel lar and wide, 

Catch they and keep now a trace hcie, a trace there, 
That puts you in mind of a place here, a place tb. .e 
But with us, I believe they rise out of the ground. 
And nowhere else, I take it, arc found 
With'the earth-tint yet so freshly enibiowned ; 

Born, no doubt, like insects wliicli bleed on 
The very fruit they are miAnt to feed on . 

For the earth—noi a use to which they don’t tuin it. 
The ore that grow^ in the mountain’s womb, 

Or the sand in the pits like n honeycoinl), 
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They sift and soften it, bake it and burn it— 
Whether they weld you, for instance, ^ snaflle 
With side-bars never a brute can baffle ; 

Or a lock that’s a puzzle of wards within wards ; 

Or, if your colt’s foi' -foot inclines to curve inwards, 

1 lorseshoes they’ll hammer which turn on a swivel 
And won’t allow the hoof to shrivel; 

Then they cast bells like the shell of the winkle, 

That keep a stout heart in the ram with their tinkle • 
Hut the sand—they pinch and pound it like otteis ; 
Commend me to Gypsy glass-makers and potlei s I 
Glasses they’ll blow you, crystal-clear, 

Where just a faint cloud of rose shall appear. 

As if m pure water you dioppcd and let die 
A bruised black-bloodcd mulberry ; 

And that other sort, their crowning pride. 

With long white thieads distinct inside, 

Like the lake-flower’s fibrous roots which dangle 
Loose such a length and never tangle, 

Where the bold sword-lily cuts the clear waters. 

And the cup-hly couches with all the white daughters 
Such are the works they put their hand to. 

And the uses they turn and twist iron and sand to» 
And these made the troop which tair Duke saw sally 
Towards his castle from out of the vallejt. 

Men and women, like new-hatched spiders. 

Come out with the morning to greet our riders ; 

And vip they wound till they reached the ditch, 
Whereat all stopped save one, a wiLcli, 

That I knew, as she hobbled from the group, 

By her gait, directly, and her stoop, 

I, whom Jacynth was used to importune 
To let that same witch tell us'our fortune. 

The oldest Gypsy then above ground ; 

And, so sure as the autumn season caAie round. 

She paid us a visit for profit or pastime. 



•THE FLIGHT OF THE DUCHESS. 191 


And ^ery timCf as she swore, for Lhe last time. 

And presently sljp was seen to sidle 
Up to the Duke till she touched his bridle, 

So that the horse of a sudden reared up 
As under its nose the old witch peered up 
With her worn-out eyes, or rather eye-holes 
Of no use* now but to gather brine, 

And began a kind of level whine 
Such as they used to sing to their viols 
When their ditties they go grinding 
Up and down with nobody minding : 

And, then as of old, at llie end of the humming 
Her usual presents were forthcoming 
—A dog-whistle blowing the fiercest of treble'^, 

(Just as a sea-shore stone holding a dozen fine pebbles,) 
Or a porcelain mouth-piece to screw on a pipe-enrl,— 
And so she awaited her annual stipend. 

But this time, the Duke would scarcely vouchsafe 
A woid in reply ; and m vain she felt 
With twitching fingers at her belt 
For the purse of sleek pme-martm pelt, 

Ready to put what he gave in her pouch safe,— 

Till, either to quicken his apprehension, 

•Or possibly with an after-intention, 

She was come, she said, to pay her duty 
To the new Duchess, the youthful beauty. 

No sooner had she named his Lady, 

Than a shine lit up the face so shady. 

And its smirk returned with a novel meaning— 

For it struck him, the babe just wanted weanihg ; 

If one gave her a taste of what life was and sorrow. 

She, foolish to-day, would be wiser to-morrow ; 

And who so fit a teache»of trouble 
As this sordid crone bent well mgli double ? 

So, glancing at wolf-skin vesluie, 

(If such it was, for they giow so hirsute 
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That their owii fleece serves for natural An suit) ‘ 

He Wcis constrasling, ’tvvas plain from gesture, 

The life of the l idy so flowcr-lilce and delicate 
With the loathsiune squalor of this helicat. 

I, in brief, was tl" ‘ man the Duke beckoned 
From out of the ll ong, and while I drew near 
Ho told tlie crone, as I since have reckoned 
By tlic way lie bent and spoke into her car 
With circumspection and mystoiy, 

The main of Llie Lady’s history, 

Her frowardness and ingratitude ; 

And for all the crone’s submissive attitude 
1 could sec round her mouth the loose plaits tightening, 
And her brow with assenting intelligence briglitenmg, 
As tho' she engaged with hearty good will 
Whatever he now might enjoin to fulfil, 

And promised the lady a thorough frightening. 

And so, just giving her a glimpse 

Of a purse, with tJie air of a man who imps 

The wing of the hawk that shall fetch the liernsbaM, 

He bade me take the gypsy mother 
And set her telling some story or oilier 
Of hill or dale, oak-wood or leriisbaw, 

To while €iway a weary hour 

For the Lady left alone in her bower, 

Whose mind and body craved cxcmIiou 
And yet shrank from all lietter dncision 

' .MV. 

Then clapping heel to his horse, the mere curvettei, 

Out rode the Duke, and after his hollo 

Horses and hounds swept, huntsman and servitor. 

And back I turned and bade tl;e crone follow. 

And what makes me conAdent what’s to be told } ou 
Had all along been of this cronc’s dev-",ing, 

Is, that, on looking round sharply, liehold you, 
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Ther% was a novelty quick as surprising: 

For first, she had shot up a full head in btatuie, 

And her step kcfJt pace with mine nor fauUcred, 

As if age had foregone its usurpature. 

And the ignoble mien was wholly altered, 

And the lace looked quite of anollici nature, 

And the change reached too, \\li:ite\er tiie change meant, 
Her shaggy woIf-skin cloak's ai rangenient, 

For where Us tatters hung loose like sedges, 

(jold coins wore glittering on the edges, 

Like the band-roll strune \Mth tomans 
^V}llch proves tlie veil a J*ersian woman’s * 

And under her brow, like a snail’s horns tu‘\\ly 
Come out as after the lam he pans, 

Two uninistakeable eye-poinis duly 
Live and aware looked out of then jilace*?. 

So we went and found jacynlh at the enliy 
Of the Toady’s chamber standing senliy ; 

I told the command and product d nn companion. 

And JacynLli rejoiced to aJiml any • 

P'or since last night, by the same token. 

Not a single woid had the Lady spoken • 

So they went in both to the presence LtJgellicr, 

While I in the balcony watched the weather 

• 

XV. 

And now, what took place at the veiy fust of all, 

I cannot tell, as I ne\cr could learn it: 

Jacynth constantly wished a curse to fall 
On that little head of hers and burn it, 

If she knew how she came to drop so soundly 
Asleep of a sudden an<l there continue 
The whole time sleeping as piofoundly 
As one of the boars my faflier would pin you 
’Twixt the eyes w^ere the life holds garrison, 

—Jacynth forgive me the comparison 1 
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But where I begin niy own narration * 

Is a little after 1 took my station 
To breathe the fresh air from the ISEtlcony, 

And, having in those days a falcon eye, 

To follow the hunt thro’ the open counlr), 
l^>om where he bushes thinber crested 
The hillocks, to a plain w'liere’^ not one tieo •— 
When, in a moment, my ear was arrested 
By—was it singing, or was it saying, 

Or a strange musical instrument playing 
In the chamber ?—and to be certain 
I pushed the lattice, pulled the curiam, 

And theie lay J.icynth asleep, 

Yet as if a watch she tried to keep, 

In a rosy sleep along the lloor 
With her head against the door ; 

While m the midst, on the seat of state, 

Like a queen the Gypsy w'oman sale, 

With head and face downlicnt 
On tht Lady’s head and face intent, 

For, coiled at her feet like a child at ease. 

The Lady sate between her knees 

And o’tr ibein tlie Lady’s clasped hands met, 

And on those hands her ehin w'as t, 

And her upturned face met the face ot the ciotie 
Wherein the eyes bad grower, and giown 
As if she could doulile and q.^idruple 
At ^easure the play of either })iipil 
—Very like by her hands hlow fanning, 

As up and down like a gor-crow’s ilapjicrs 
They moved to measure like bell clappers 
—I said, is it blessing, is it Ixinning, 

Do the^^ applaud you or l^iilcsque you ? 

Tho.^e hands and fingers wiili no flesh on ? 

When, just as 1 thought U> springym to the rescue 
At once I was stopped by the Lady’s expression , 
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For it*was life her e^es were drinking 
From the crone’s divide pair above unwinking, 
life’s pure dre received without shrinking. 

Into the heart and breast whose heaving 
Told you no single drop they were leaving— 

Life, that filling her, past redundant 
Into her very hair, back swerving 
Over each shoulder, loose and abundant, 

As her head thrown back showed the white throat curving, 
And the very tresses shared in the pleasure, 

Moving to the mystic measure, 

Hounding as the bosom bounded. 

I stopped short, more and more confounded, 

As still her cheeks burned and eyes glistened. 

As she listened and she listened,— 

When all at once a hand detained me, 

And the selfsame contagion gained me, 

And I kept time to the wondrous chime. 

Making out words and prose and rhyme. 

Till it seemed that the music furled 

Its wings like a task fulfilled, and dropped 

From under the words it first had propped, 

And left them midway in the world, 

^nd word took word as hand takes hand, 

I could hear at last, and understand, 

And when I held the unbroken thread, 

The Gypsy said :— 

" And so at Last wc find my tribe. 

And so I set thee in the midst. 

And to one and all of them describe 
What thou saidst and what thou duKt, 

Our long and terrible jouAiey thro’, 

And all thou art ready to say and do 
In the trials that i^main : 

I trace them the vein and the other vein 
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That meet on thy brow and par^t again, ' 
Making onr rapid mystic mark ; ^ 

And I liid my people prove and probe 
Kach eye’s profound and glorious globe 
Till they di < ct the kindred spark 
In those dej chs so dear and dark, 

J^ikc tile spots that snap, and bui-jt, and /lee, 
Circling ovoi the midmglit sea. 

And on that young round clieek of thine 
I make them recognise the tinge. 

As when of the costly scarlet wine 
They drip so much as will iinpinge 
And spread in a thinnest scale atlti U 
One thick gold drop trom the olive's coat 
Over a silier plate wliose sheen 
Still thro’ the mixture shall be seen, 
hor, so I prove thee, to one and all, 

Kit, when my people ope their lircast, 

To SQi the sign, and liear the call, 

And take the vow, and stand the test 
Which adds one more child to the rest— 

When the breast is bare and the arms arc wide, 
And the w'orld is left outside. 

For there is probation to detfree, 

And many and long must the trials be 
Thou shalt victoriously eridnrc. 

If that brow is true and those eyes are sure ; 

Like a jewel-finder’s iierce assay 

Of the prize he dug from its mountain tomb,— 

Let once the vindicating ray 

Leap out amid the anxious gloom. 

And steel and fire have done their part 
And the prize falls on iti finder’s heart; 

So, trial after trial past. 

Wilt thou fall a't the very last *■* 

Bieathless, half in trance 
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With the thrill of the great deliverance, 

Into oui arms for evermore ; 

And thou bh^t know, ihobc arms once curled 
About thee, what we knew before, 

How love IS the onfy good in the world. 

Henceforth be loved as heart can love, 

Or brain devise, or hand approve ! 

Stand up, look below, 

It IS our life at thy feet we throw 
To step with into light and joy ; 

Not a power of life but we’ll employ 
.To satisfy thy nature’s want; 

Art thou the tree that props the plant. 

Or the climbing plant that seeks the tn-e -- 
Canst thou help us, must we help thee ? 

If any two creatures grew into one. 

They would do more than the world has done ; 

Tho* each apart were never so we.ik, 

Vet vainly Ihro’ llie world should ye seel^ 

P'or the knowledge and the might 
Which in such union grew their right: 

So, to approach, at least, that end, 

And blenil,— as much as may be, blend 
Thee with us or us with thee, 

As climbing-plant or propping-tree, 

Shall some one deck thee, over and down, 

Up and about, with blossoms and leaves ? 

Fix his heart’s fruit for thy giirland crown, 

Cling with his soul .is the gourd-vine cleaves. 

Die on thy boughs and disappear 
While not a leaf of thine is sere ? 

Or is the other fate in store. 

And art thou fitted t%adore, 

Td give thy wondrous self away, 

And take a stronger nature’s s^vay ? 

1 foresee and 1 could foretell 



198 THE FLIGHT OF THE, DUCHESS. 

Thy future portion, sure and well-,- ^ 

But those passionate eyes speak true, speak true. 
And let them say what thou shdlt do*l 
Only, be sure thy daily life. 

In its peace, * >r in its strife. 

Never shall be 'inobserved ; 

We pursue thy whole career. 

And hope for it, or doubt, or fejr,— 

Lo, hast thou kept thy path or swerved. 

We are beside thee, in all thy ways. 

With onr blame, with our praise, 

Our shame to feel, our pride to show, 

G'ad, sorry—but indifferent, no ! 

Whether it is thy lot to go, 

For the good of ns all, where the hateis luei t 
In the crowded city’s horrible street; 

Or thou step alone Ihm’ the morass 

Where never sound ytt was 

Save the dry quick clap of the stork’s bill, 

For the air is still, and the water still, 

When the blue breast of the dipping coot 
Dives under, and all again is mute. 

So at the last shall come old age, 

IVcrepit as behts that stage ; 

How else "wouldst thou retire apart 
With the hoarded memories of ihy heart. 

And gather all to the very least 
Of the* fragments of life’s earlici feast, 

^et fall through eagerness to find 
The crowning dainties yet behind ? 

Ponder on the entire past 
Laid ^gethcr thus at la&t. 

When me twilight helps to fpse 
The first fresh, with the faded hues. 

And the outline of the whole, «, 

As round eve’s shades their framework roll. 
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Granclly fronts for thy soul: 

And then as, ’mi^me dark, a gleam 
Of yet another morning breaks, 

And like the hand whigh ends a dicam, 

Death, with the might of his sunbeam 
Touches the flesh and the soul awaken, 

Then—” 

Ay, then, indeed, somethuig would happen ! 
lJut what ? For here her voice changed like a bird\s ; 
There gicw more of the music and less of the words ; 
Had Jacynth only been by me to clap yien 
To paper and put you down every syllable, 

With those clever clerkly fingers. 

All that I’ve forgotten as well as what lingers 
III this old brain of mine that’s but ill able 
To give you oven this poor version 
Of the speech I spoil, as it were, with stammering 
—More fault of thojo who h.id the hammering 
Of prosody into me and synia^c, ^ 

And did it, not with hobnails but Lintacks ! 

But to return from this excursion, — 

fust, do you mark, when the song was sweetest, 

The peace most deep and the charm completcst, 

• There c.i]ne, shall I say. a snayj— 

And the charm vanished * 

And my sense returned, so strangely banished, 

^Vnd, starting as from a nap, 

I knew the crone was bewitching my lady, 

With Jacynth asleep ; and but one spimg made I, 
l^own from Ihe dasernent, round to the portal. 

Another minute and I had entered, 

When the door opened, and more than mortal^ 

Stood, with a face wlieae to my mind centred 
AH beauties I ever saw or shall .see, 

The Duchess—7 stopped as if struck by ptdsy. 

She was so (hflerent, happy and beautiful, 
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I felt fit once that all wa*! best, V 
And LluiL I had nothing to do, for the 
But w.uL her cc-mmands, obey and be dutiliil. 

Not that, in fact, there was any q unmanding, 

--I saw the glor> her eye, 

And the brow's height and the breast’s expanding, 
Anri I was hers to live or to die. 

As for finding what she wanted, 

You know God Almighty granted 

Such hltlc signs should serve his w'lld creatures 

To tell one another all Ihcir desires, 

So that each knows what its friend roquires. 

And docs its bidding without teachers. . 

I preceded her ; the crone 
Followed silent and alone ; 

I spoke to her, but she merely jaTibcrcd 
In the old style ; both her eyes had slunk 
Back to their pits ; her stature shrunk ; 

In short, Ihff soul in its body sunk 
Like a blade sent home to its scabbard. 

We descended, I preceding ; 

Crossed the couit wnth nobody hceiling : 

All the world was at the ahase. 

The court-yard like a desert-place, 

The stable empiied of its small fr) ; 

I saddled myself the very palfrey 
I rememlver patting while it earned her, 

Tl)p day she arrived and the Duke marnt d her. 
And, do you. know, though it’s easy deceiving 
Oneself in such matters, I can’t help believing 
The lady had not forgotten it either, 

And kiiev the poor devil so much beneath her 
Would have been only too glad •for her service 
To dance on hot ploughshares luce a Turk dervise. 
But unable to pay proper duty where o^mg it 
Was reduced to that pitiful method df showing it: 
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For though the momlnt I began setting 

Jlis saddle on my.r^n nag of Berold’s begetting, 

(Not that I meant to be obtrusive) 

She stopped me, while l^s rug was shifting. 

By A single rapid finger's lifting, 

And, with a gesture kind but conclusive, 

And d little shake of the head, refused nic,~- 
I say, although she never used me, 

Yet when she was mounted, the gypsy behind her, 

And I ventured to remind her, 

I suppose with *1 voice of less steadiness^ 

Than usual, for my feeling exceeded me, 

—Something to the effect that I was m readiness 
Whenever Clod should please she needed me,— 

Then, do you know% her face looked down on me 
With a look that placed a crown on mo, 

And she feit in her bosom,— mark, her bosom— 

And, as a flow'cr-trcc drojjs its blossom, 

Dro]jpod me—ah, had it been a pur'^e 
Of silver, my friend, or gold that’s wur'-e, 

Why, you see, as sixjn as I found myself 
So unciersU'iHl,—that .i true heart so may gam 
Such a reward,—I should have gone home again, 
flJvisscd Jacyuth, and solid ly drowned myself 1 
Jft was a little plait of hair 
Such as friends in a convent make 
To w'ear, each for the other’s sake,— 

This, see, which at my breast I wc.ir. 

Ever did (rather to Jacynth’s grudgment), 

And ever shall, till the Day of Judgment. 

And then,—and then,—to cut short,—this is idle, 

These are feelings it is not good to foster,— 

I pushed the gate wide, 'tie shook the bridle, 

And tlie^palfiey bounded,—and so w'e lost her I 
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XVT. 

Wh'-'H the liqv\or’b out, why diuk Ih^VunuAkin ? 

I did think to descrilic you tlie panic in 

The redoubtct blc breast of our Vnaster the mannikin, 

^Vnd what wa the pitch of his mother’s yellowness, 

I low she turned as a shark to snap the spare-nb 
Clean off, Sfiilors say, from a pearl-diving Carib, 

When she heard, what she called, the flight of the 
feloness— 

Jhit it seems such child’s pi ly 

What they said and did with the 1 i<ly away ! 

And to’dance on, when we’ve lost the mubic, 

Always made me—and no doubt m<dccs you—sick. 

Nay, to my mind, the world’s face looked so stern 
As that sweet form disappeared thro’ the postern, 

She that kept it in constant good humour, 

It ought to have stopped ; there seemed nothing to do 
more. 

But the woild Ihouglit otherwise and went on, 

And my head’s one that its spite was spent on : 

Tlurty years arc fled since that morning, 

And with them all my head’s adorning. 

Nor did the old Duchess die outright, 

As you expect, of suppressed spite, 

The natural end of every addei 

Not suffered to empty its poison-bladder : 

But she and her son agreed, I lake it, 

That no one should touch on the stoiy to w ake it, 

' For the wound in the Duke’s pride rankled heiy, 

So they made no search and small inquiry-^ 
xVnd when fresh gypsies have paid us a visit, I've 
Noticed the couple were never inquisitive, 

But told them they’re folks the Duke don’t want here, 
And bade them make haste and cros' the frontier. ’ 
Brief, the Duchess w'as gone and the Duke was glad of it 
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And thtt old one was ii the young one’s stead, 

And took, m her pla^, the household’s head, 

And a blessed time, we household had of it ! 

And were I not, as a man may say, cautious 
ITow I trench, more thar^needs, on the nauseous, 

I could favour you with sundry touches 

Of the paint-smutches with which the Duchess 

Heightened the mellowness of her cheek’s yellowness 

(To get on faster) until at Last her 

Cheek grew to be one in aster-pi aster 

Of mucus and fuciis from mere use of ceruse 

Till in short she grew from scalp to luUIer 

Just the object to make }ou shudder ! 

XVII. 

You’re my friend— 

What a thing friendship is, world without end ! 

How It gives the heart and soul a stir-uj), 

An if somebody broached you a glorious runlet, 

And poured out all lovelily, sparkling, and suiflit. 

Our green Moldavia, the streaky syrup, 

Cotnar as old as the lime of the Druids— 

Friendship’s as good as that monarch of fluids 
To supple a dry brain, fill you its ins-and-outs,— 
ftives your Life’s hour-glass a shake when the thin sand 
doubts 

Whether to run on or stop '^hort, and guarantees 
Age is not all made of stark sloth and an ant ease ! 

I have seen my little I^dy once more, 

Jacynth, the Cypsy, Bcrold, and the rest of it. 

For to me spoke the Duke, as I told you before; 

I always wanted to make a clean breast of it, 

And now it is made—w^, my heart’s-blood, that went 
trickle, 

Trickle, but anon,in such muddy dribblets, 

Is pumped up brisk now, thro’ the main ventricle, 
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And genially floats me about the giblets ! 

I’ll tell you what I intend to do : V 
1 must see this fellow his sad life thr<? 

—He is our Duke after all, 

And I, as he says, hut a serf ai^ thrall ; 
lily father was boin here and I inherit 
Ills fame, a chain he bound his son with,— 

Could I pay in a lump I should prefer it, 

But there’s no mine to blow up and get done with, 

So I must slay till the end of the chapter ; 

For, as to our middlc-age-manners-adapter, 

Be it a thing to be glad on or sorry on, 

One day or other, his head in a morion. 

And breast in a hauberk, his heels he’ll kick up 
Slam by some onslaught fierce of hiccup. 

And^hen, when red doth the sword of our Duke rust, 
And its leathern sheath lies o’ergrown with a blue crust, 
Then, I shall scrape together my earnings; 

For, you see, in the Churchyard Jacynth reposes. 

And our cfnldren all went the way of the roses— 

It’s a long lane that knows no turnings— 

One needs but little tackle to travel in. 

So, just one stout cloak shall I indue, 

And for a staff, what beats the javelin 
With which his boars my father pinned you ? 

And then, for a purpose you shall hrar presently, 
Taking some Cotnar, a tight plump skinfull, 

I shall go journeying, who but I, pleasantly ? 

Sorrbw is vain and despondency sinful. 

What’s a man^s age ? He must hurry more, that’s all; 
Cram in a day, what his youth took a year to hold ; 
When we mind labour, then only, we’re too old— 
,^What age had Mcthusalem wl\fn he begat Saul ? 

And at last, as its haven some buffeted ship secs, 

(Come all the way from the north-par%3 with sperm oil) 

I shall get safely out of the turmoil 
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And arrive one day atihe land of the gypsies 
A^nd 6nd my lady, or /ear the last news of her 
From some old thier«Snd son of Lucifer, 

His forehead chapletted green with wreathy hop. 

Sunburned all over like ail iEthiop - 

And when my Cotnar begins to operate 

And the tongue of the rogue to run at a proper rate, 

And our wine-skin, t^ht once, shows each llaccid dent, 

I shall drop in with-^s if by accnhnt— 

“ You never knew then, how it all ended, 

“ W^at fortunes good or bad attended 
“ The little lady your Queen befriended ? ” 

—And when that’s told me, what’s remaining ? 

This woild’s too liaid for my explaining— 

The same wise judge of niatteis equine 
Who still preferred some slim foiii-year-old 
To the big-boned slock T>f mighty llerold, 

And for strong Cotnar drink French weak wine. 

He also must he such a l/idy’s scornei ! 

Smooth Jacob still robs homely Esau, • 

Now up, now down, the woild’s one sce-saw ! 

—So, I shall find out some snug corner 
Under a hedge, like Orson the wood-knight, 

Turn myself round and bid the world good night; 
i^nd sleep a sound sleep till the trumpet’s blowing 
Wakes me (unless priests cheat us laymen) 

To a world where’s to be no further throwing 
Pearls before swine that can’t value them. Amen ! 
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PERSONS 

T.I’RTA, a Moor, ComnnihUi of the Florentine Fon-eq 
HUSAIN, .1 Moor, his tnind 

I'uccio, the old Florentine CommniiclLr, now 1. 1 ria's Cliief 
Officer 

BRACCIO, Coinniissarv of llie Kipublic ol Floicinc 

i XCOFO (LAPO) Ills Sn-icl.iiy 
'IBUR/IO, Coiniii.uider of the Pis ins 
Domizt'V, a noble Moicnlinc Ldd) 

Tim1,14 - 

SCENF Lliui v's Camp bctivtcn Floiimc aiul Piio 


ACT. I. 

MORNINtl. 

BracciO, as dictatmg to hi<i Secretary ; Poccio 

standing by. 

Brae, \to Puc.] Then, you join battle in an hour? 
Puc. Not 1 

Luria, the Captain. 

Brae, [to the Sec.] “ In an hour, tlie little.’ 

\To Puc.] Sh, let your eye run o*er thi^ loose dige 

And see if very much of your repoit 

Have slipped away throu,qb my civili in phrase. 

Does this instruct the Signory aiiglit 
How army stands ith army ? 

' 15 *09 
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Puc, [taking the paper.'\ All^seems here : i 

—That Luria, seizing with our Citws force 
The several points of vantage, hill plain, 

Shuts Pisa safe from help on every side, 

And baffling the Lucchese arriVjd too late, 

Must, in the b iltle he deliveis now. 

Beat her best ti ops and first of chiefs. 

Brae. So sure ? 

Tiburzio’s a consummate captain too ! 

Pitc. Luna holds Plsa^s fortune in his hand. 

Brae, [to the See.] “The Signory hold Pisa in their 
hand! ” 

Your own provcrl soldiership’s our warrant, sir : 

So, while my secretary ends his task, 

Have out two horsemen, by the open roads, 

To post with it to P'lorcnce ! 

Pue. [retmmng the paper.'] All seems here ; 

Unless . . Ser Braccio, Uis iny last report! 

Since Pisa’s outbreak, and my overthrow, 

And Liinli’s hastening at the city’s call 
To save her, as he only could, no doubt; 

Till now that she is saved or sure to he,— 

Whatever you tell Florence, I tell you : 

Isach diiy’s note you, her Commissary, make 
Of Liiria’s movements, I m)self supply. 

No youngstei am I longer, to my cost; 

Therefore wliile Florence gloiiod in her chor 
And vaunted Luna, whom but Luna, still, 

As if zfeal, courage, prudence, conduct, faith, 

"Had never met in any man before, 

I saw no pressing need to swell the cry. 

But now, this last report and 1 have done— 

So, ere to-night comes with it^s roar of praise, 

’Twere not amiss if some one old i’ the trade 
Subscribed witli, “ Tiiie, for once r£i^,h counsel’s best; 

“ This Moor of the bad faith and doubtful race, 
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" This boy to whose iwitried sagacity, 

“Raw valour, Florence trusts without reserve 
“ The charge lo save her, iustifies her choice ; 

In no point has stranger failed'his friends; 

“ Now praise ! ” I say this, and it is not here. 

Brae, {to the Sec ] Write, “ Puccio, superseded in the 
chaige 

“ By Luna, bears full witness to his woitli, 

“ And no reward our Signnry can gue 
“ Their champion but he’ll back it olicei fully.’* 

Aught more? Five ininiiles hence, both niessengers ! 

Brae, {after a pause^ and 7 vkde he sfenvly tears the 
paper into shreds, ] 

I think . . . pray I hold in fit contempt 
This warfare’s noble art and ordering, 

And,—once the brace of pri/eis fairly matched, 

Poleaxe with poleaxe, knife with knife as good,-^ 

Spit properly at what men term their skill . 

Yet here I think our fighter has the odds; 

With Pisa’s strength diminished thus and thus, 

Such points of vantage in our hands and such. 

With Lucca ofi the stage, too,—all’s assured : 

Liftia must win this battle. Write the Court, 

That Luna’s trial end and sentence pass ' 

Sec. Patron,— 

Brae, Aye, I.apo ? 

Sec, If you trip, I fall; 

’Tis in self-interest I speak— 

Brae, Nay, nay, 

You overshoot the mark, my I^po ! Nay ! 

When did 1 say pure love’s 191 possible? 

I make you daily write those red cheeks thin, 

Load your young brow with what concerns it least, 

And, when we visit Florence, let you pace 
TJic Piazza by my side as if we talked, 
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Where all your old acquaintances may see: 

You’d die lor me, I should not be Virprised ! 

Now then ! 

Sec. Sir, look about afud love yourself \ 

Step after stt.p the Signory and you 

Tread gay till this tremendous point’s to pass; 

Which, pass not, pass not, ere you ask yourself. 

Bears the brain steadily such draughts of fire, 

Or too delicious may not prove the pride 
Of this long secret Trial you dared plan, 

Dare execute, you solitary here, 

With the grey-headed toothless fools at home, 

W^ho think themselves your loids, they are such slaves? 
If they pronounce this sentence as you bid. 

Declare the treason, claim its penalty,— 

And sudden out of all the hla/e of life, 

On the best minute of his brightest day, 

From that adoring army at his back, 

Thro’ J lorcnce’ joyous crowds before his face. 

Into the dark you beckon Luria . . . 

Brai. Then— 

Why, I-apo, when the fighting-people vaunt. 

We of the other craft and mystery. 

May wc not smile dcmuie, the danger past ? e 

Sec. Sir, no, no, no,—the danger, and your spirit 
At watch and ward ? Where’s danger on your pari. 
With that thin flitting instartaneous steel, 

’Gdinst the blind bull-front of a brute-force world ? 

If Luria, that’s to perish sure as fate. 

Should have been really guiltless after all ? 

Brae. Ah, you have thought that ? 

Sec. Here I sit, your scribe, 

And in and out goes Luria*; days and nights ; 

This Puccio comes; the Moor other friend, 

Husain ; they talk—all that’s feigned easily ; 

He speaks (I \\ould not listen if I could). 


L 
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Reads, Orders, counsels;—but he rests sometimes,— 

I bee him stand and ept, sleep stretched an hour 
On the lynx-skins, yonder; hold his bared black arms 
Into the sun from the tenf^ppening; laugh 
When his horse drops the forage from his teeth 
And neighs to hear him hum his Moorish songs, 

That man believes in Florence, as the Saint 
Tied to the wheel believes in God ! 

Brae, How strange— 

You too have thought that! 

Sec. Do but you think too, 

And all is saved ! I only have to write, 

The man seemed false awhile, pro\ cs true at last; 

Bur^ it ... so I write to the Signory 
Bury this Trial in your breasts for ever, 

Blot it from.things or done or dreamed aljoiit. 

So Luria shall receive his meed to-day 
With no suspicion what reverse was near,— 

As if no meteoric finger hushed 

The doom-word just on tlie destroyer’s lip. 

Motioned him o^, and let life’s sun fall straight. 

Brae, \look;^ to the wall of the tent.'\ Did he draw that ? 

Sec, With charcoal, when the watch 

IV^de the re^xirt at midnight ; l^ady Domizia 
Spoke of the unfinished Diiomo, you remember ; 

Inat IS his fancy how a Moorish front 

Might join to, and complete, the body,—a sketch,— 

And again where the cloak hangs, yonder m the shadow. 

Brae, He loves that woman. 

Sec, She is sent the spy 

Of Florence,—spies on you as you on him : 

.Florence, if only for Domizia’s sake. 

Is surely safe, Wliat shall { write ? 

Brae. I see — 

A Moorish front, noi^of such ill design ! 

Lapo, there’s one thing plain and positive ; 
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Man seeks his own good at the wrfole world’s coA. 

What ? If to lead oiir troops, stand forth our chiefs, 

And hold our fate, and see us at their beck, « 

Yet render up the charge when peace returned, 

Have ever proved too much for Florentines, 

Even for the best and bravest of ourselves— 

If in the struggle when the soldier’s sword 
Should sink its point before the statist’s pen, 

And the calm head replace the violent hand, 

Virtue on virtue still have fallen away 
before ambition with unvarying fate. 

Till Florence’ self at last in bitterness 
IJe forced to own such falls the n.itural end, 

And, sparing further to expose her sons 
To a vain strife and profitless disgrace. 

Declare “ The Foreigner, one not my child, . 

** Shall henceforth lead my troops, reach height by height 
“The glory, then descend into the shame ; 

“ So shajl rebellion be less guilt in him, 

“ And punishment the easier task for me ” 

—If on the best of us this brand she set. 

Can 1 suppose an utter alien here, 

This Luna, our inevitable foe. 

Confessed a mercenary and a Moor, 

Born free from any tics that bind the re>t 
Of common faith in Heaven or hope on Earth, 

No Past with us, no Future,—such a Spirit 

Shall hold the path from which our staunchest broke, 

Stand firm where every famed precursor fell ? 

My Lapo, I will frankly say, these proofs 
So duly noted of the man’s intent, 

Are for the doling fools at home, not me ; 

The charges here, they may ^ true or false, 

—What is set down ? Errors and oversights,' 

This dallying interchange of courtesies 
\Vith Fisa’s General,—all that, hour by hour, 
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Puccio*s pale discontent has furnished us. 

Of petulant speeches, inconsiderate acts, 

Now overhazard, overcaution now ; 

Even that he loves this iftdy who believes 
She outwits Florence, and whom Florence posted 
By my procurement here, to spy on me, 

Lest I one minute lose her from my sight— 

She who remembering her whole ITtuise’s fall. 
That nest of traitors strangled in the birth, 

Now labours to make Luna . . . poor device 
As plain . . . the instiument of her revenge ! 

—That she is ever at his car to prompt 
Inordinate conceptions of his worth, 

Exorbitant belief in its reward, 

And after, when sure disappointment follows. 
Proportionable rage at such a wrong— 

Why, all these reasons, while I urge them most, 
Weigh with me less than least; as nothing weigh ! 
Upon that broad Man’s heart of liis, I go ! ■ 

On what I know must be, yet while I live 
Will never be, because I live and know ! 
Brutc-force shall not rule Florence I Intellect 
May rule her, bad or good as chance supplies,— 
But Intellect it shall be, pure if bad. 

And Intellect’s tradition so kept up 
Till the good comes —Hwas Intellect that nilcd, 
Not Brute-force bringing from the battle-field 
The attributes of wisdom, foresight’s graces 
We lent it there to lure its grossness on ; 

All which it took for earnest and kept safe 
To show against us in our market-place, 

Just as the plumes and tags and swordsnian’s-gcar 
(Fetched from the camp wfiere at their foolish best 
When all was done ^ley frightened nol^ody) 

Perk in our faces in the street, forsooth, 

With our own warrant and allowance. No 1 
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The whole procedure*s overcharged,—its end 
In loo strict keeping with the bad first step. 

To conquer Pisa was sheer insj^jration ? 

Well then, to perish for a single fault, 

Let thiat be simple justice !—There, my Lapo ! 

A Moorish front I'l suits our Duomo’s body— 

Blot it out—and bid Luna’s sentence come ! 

[Luria wJio^ With Domizia, has entered unobserved at 
the dose of the last phrase, n^rw advancing. 

And Luna, Luria, what of Luria now ? 

Brae. Ah, you so close, Sir ? I«ady Domi/ia too? 

I said it needs must be a busy moment 
J'nr one like you—that you were now i’ the thick 
Of your duties, doubtless, while we idlers sate . . . 

Lur. No—in that paper,—it was in that paper 
WIi.il you were saying ! 

Brat. Oh—my day’s dispatch ! 

I censure,you to Florence : will you see ? 

Iait. See your dispatch, your last, for the first time ? 
Well, if I should, now ? For in truth, Domizia, 

He would be forced to set about another, 

In his sly cool w.iy, the true Florentine, 

To mention tliat important circumstance : 

So while he wiote I should gain time, sudi time ! 

Do not send this ! 

Brae. And wherefou ? 

Lur. These Lucchese 

Are not arrived—they never will ainve ! 

,Adld I must fight to-day, arrived or not; 

And I shall beat Tiburzio, that is sure : 

And then will be arriving my Lucchese, 

But slowly, oh so slowly, justi^in. time 
To look upon my battle from the hills, 

Like a late moon, of use to nobody ^ 

And I must break my battle up, send forth. 

Surround on this side, hold in check on that — y 
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Then comes to-morrow, we negotiate, 

You make me send for fresh instructions home, 

—Incompleteness, incompleteness ! 

Brae. Ah, wc scribes! 

Why, I had registered that very point. 

The non-appearance of our foes* ally. 

As a most happy fortune ; both at once 
Were formidable—singly faced, each falh, 

Lur, So no great battle for my Florentines ! 

No crowning deed, decisive and complete. 

For all of them, the simple as the wise. 

Old, young, alike, that do not understand 
Our wearisome pedantic art of war, 

By which we prove retreat may be success, 

Delay—best speed,—half loss, at times,—whole gam . 
They want results—as if it were their fault! 

And you, with warmest wish to be my friend, 

Will not be able now to simply say 
“ Your servant has performed his task—enough ! 

“ You ordered, he lias executed : good ! 

“ Now walk the streets in holiday attire, 

" Congratulate your friends, till noort strikes fierce, 

“ Then form bright groups licneath the I^iiuino’s shade ! ’* 
•No ! you will have to argue and explain, 

Persuade them all is not so ill in the end, 

Tease, tire them out 1 Arrive, arrive, Lucchese ! 

Dovi. Well, you will triumph for the Past enough, 
Whatever be the Present’s chance—no service 
Falls to the ground with Florence ; she awaits 
Her saviour, wnll receive him fittingly. 

Lur* Ah, Braccio, you know Florence . . . .will she, 
think you, 

Receive one . . . whatfneans “ fittingly receive ? ” 
—Receive compa^iots, doubtless—I am none : 

And yet Domizia promises so much ! 

Br€U^ Kind women still give men a woman’s prize. 
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1 I know not o’er which gale most boughs will arch, * 

Nor if the Square will wave red dags or blue— 

I should have judged, the fullest of rewards 
Our State gave Luria, when she^nade him chief 
Of her whole force, in her best Captain’s place. 

Lur, That my reward ? Florence on my account 
Relieved Ser Pucuo?—mark you, my reward ! 

And Pnccio’s having all the fight’s true joy— 

Goes here and there, directs, may fight himself, 

While I must order, stand aloof, o’ersee ! 

That was my calling—there was my true place I 
I should have felt, in some one over me, 

Florence impersonate, my visible Head, 

As I am over Piiccio,—taking life 
Directly from her eye ’—They give me you ! 

Hut do you cross me, set me half to woik? 

J enjoy nothing—but I will, for once ! 

Decide, shall we join battle ? may I wait ? 

Brac^ L^t us compound the matter; wail till noon ; 
Then, no arrival,— 

Lur. Ah, noon comes too fast! 

I wonder, do yod guess why I delay 

Involuntarily the final blow 

As long as possible ? Peace foMows it ' 

Florence at peace, and the calm studioLib heads 
Come out again, the penetrating eyes ; 

As if a spell broke, all’s resumed, e ich art 
You boast^ more vivid that it slept .1 while ! 

’Gainst the glad heaven, o’er the white pnlacc-front 
Th^ interrupted scaffold climbs anew ; 

The walls are peopled by the Painter’s brush; 

The Statue to its niche ascends to dwell; 

The Present’s noise and trouble ^ave retired 
* And left the eternal Past to rule once more.— 

You speak its speech and read its recofus plain, 

Greece lives with you, each Roman breathes your friend, 
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—Blit Luria—where will then be Luria’s place ? 

Dom. Highest in honour, for that Past’s own sake, 

Of which his actions, sealing up the sum 
By saving all that wen| before from wreck, 

Will range as part, with which be worshipped too. 

Z»/'. Then 1 may walk and watch you in your streets 
Leading the life my rough life helps no more. 

So different, so new, so beautiful— 

Nor fear that you will tire to see parade 
The club that slew the lion, now that crooks 
And shepherd-pipes come into use again ? 

For very lone and silent seems my East 
In its drear vastness—still it spreads, and still 
No Braccios, no Domizias anywhere— 

Not ever more ^—Well, well, to-day is ours ! 

Dom. yo Brag.] Should he not have been one of us? 
Lur. Oh, no ! 

Not one of you, and so escape the thrill 
Of coming into you, and changing thus,— 

I'ochng a soul grow on me that restricts 
The boundless unrest of the savage heart! 

The sea heaves up, hangs loaded o’er the land, 

Breaks there and buries its tumultuous strength ; 

Horror, and silence, and a pause awhile ; 
la), inland glides the gulf-stream, miles away, 

In rapture of assent, subdued and still, 

’Neath those strange banks, those unimagined skies ! 
WeD, ’tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever ! 

Your placid heads still find our hands new work ; 

Some minutes* chance—there comes the need of mine— 
And, all resolved on, I too hear at last. 

Oh, you must find some use for me, Ser Braccio ! 

You bold my strength ^ ’twere best dispose of it 1 
What you created, see that you find food for— 

I shall be dangefbus else ! 

Brae. 


I low dangerous, Sir ? 
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Lur. Oh, there are many ways, Domizia warns me, 
And one with half the power that I possess, 

Grows very formidable ! Do you doubt ? 

Why, first, who liolds the army . . 

Dom, While we talk 

Morn wears, we keep you from your proper place 
In the field !— 

Lier, Nay, to the field I move no more ! 

My part is done, and Fuccio’s may begin ! 

I cannot trench upon his province longer 
With any face.—You think yourselves so safe ? 

Why see—m concert with Tiburzio, now— 

One could . . . 

Dom, A trumpet! 

Lur, My Lucchese at last! 

Arrived, as sure as Florence stands ! your leave ! 

{Springs out, 

Dom. How plainly is true greatness charactered 
By such unconsciousness as Luna’s here, 

And sharing least the secret of itself! 

Be it with head that schemes or hand that acts, 

Such save the world which none but they could save, 

Yet think »vhatc’er they did, that world could do. 

Brae. Yes : and how worthy note, I hat those same 
great ones 

In hand or head, with such unconsciousness 
And all its due entailed humility. 

Should neifer shrink, so far as I perceive. 

From taking up whatever offices 
Involve the whole world’s safety or mishap, 

Into their mild hands as a thing of course 1 

The Statist finds it natural to lead 

The mob who might as easily lead him— 

;»The Soldier marshals men who know as much— 

Statist and Soldier verily believe 1 ^ 

While we poor scribes . . . you catch me thinking, now, 
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That I shall in this very letter write 
What none of you are able ! To it, Lapo ! 

[DoMrziA^<?M. 

This last, worst, all atected childish fit 
Of Luria’s, this be-praised unconsciousness, 

Convinces me ; the Past was no child’s play ; 

It was a man beat Pisa,—not a child. 

All’s mere dissiinul.itiun—to remove 

The fear, he best knows we should entertain. 

The utmost danger was at hand. Is’t written ? 

Now make a duplicate, lest this should fail, 

And speak your fullest on the other side. 

S£c, I noticed he was busily repairing 
My balf-effacement of bis Duomo sketch, 

And, while he spoke of Florence, turned to it, 

As the Mage Negro Jving to Christ the Babe. -- 
I judge his childishness the true relapse 
To boyhood of a man who has worked lately, 

And presently will work, so, meantime, plj^ys : 

Whence more than ever 1 believe in him. 

Brae, {after a pause.] The sword! At best, the 
soldier, as he says, 

In Florence—the black face, the barbarous name. 

For Italy to boast her show of the age, 

Her man of men !—To Florence witli each letter ! 


ACT II, 

NOON. 

Dom. Well, Florence, shall I reach thee, pierce thy 
heart • 

Thro* all its safeguards ? Hate is said to help— 

Quicken the e^, invigorate the arm. 

And this niy hate, made up of many hates. 
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^Might stand in scorn of visible instrument. 

And will thee dead :—yet do 1 trust it not. 

Nor Man’s devices, nor Heaven’s memory 
Of wickedness fcjrgot on Earth so fr'»on. 

But thy own natuie,—Hell and thee I trust, 

To keep thee consMnt in that wickedness, 

Where my revenge may meet thee : turn aside 
A single step, for gratitude, or shame,— 

Grace but this Luna, this wild mass of rage 
That I prepare to launch against thee now. 

With other payment than thy noblest found,— 

Give his desert for once its due reward, — 

And pist thee would my sure destruction roll. 

But thou, who mad’st our House thy sacrifice. 

It cannot be thou wilt except this Moor 
From the accustomed fate of zeal and truth ; 

Thou wilt deny his looked-for recompense. 

And then—I reach thee ! Old and trained, my sire 
Could bow dqwn on his quiet broken heart. 

Die awe-struck and submissive, when at last 
The strange blow came for the expected wreath ; 
And Porzio passed in blind hewiUlerinent 
To exile, never to return,—they say, 

Perplexed in his frank simple honest soul, 

As if some natural law had changed,—how else 
Could Florence, on plain fact pronouncing thus. 
Judge Porzio’s actions worthy such uu end ? 

But Berto, with the ever-passionate pulse, 

—Oh that long night, its dreadful hour on houi. 

In wnich no way of getting his fair fame 
From their inexplicable c&rges free. 

Was found, save pouring forth the impatient blood 
To show its colour whether false oi* no I 
My brothers never had a friend like me ^ 

Close in their need to watch the time, then speak, 
•—Burst with a wakening laughter on tlicir dream. 
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Say, ^Florence was all falseness, so false here,— 

And show them what a simple task remained— 

To leave dreams, rise, and punish in God’s name 
The City wedded to Us ^ckedness— 

None stood by them as 1 by Liiria stand ’ 

So, when the stranger cheated of his due 
Turns on thee as his rapid nature bids. 

Then, Florence, think, a hireling at thy throat 
For the first outrage, think who bore thy last. 

Yet mutely in foilorn obedience died I 

lie comes . . . his friend . . . black faces in the camp 

Where moved those peerless brows and ejes of old ! 

Enter Luria ami IIUSAIN. 

Dom, Well, and the movement—is it as you hope ? 
*Tis Lucca? 

Lur, Ah, the Pisan trumpet merely ! 

Tiburzio’s envoy, I must needs receive— 

Dorn, Whom I withdraw before ; yet if I lingered 
You could not wonder, for my time fleets fast; 

The overtaking night brings such reward !— 

And where will then be room for me? Yet still 
'Remember who was first to promise it, 

And envies those who also can perform ! \^Goes. 

• Lur, This trumpet from the I’isans ?— 

/Jus. In the camp ; 

A very noble presence—Braccio’s visage 
On Puccio’s body—calm and lived and good ; 

A man I seem as I had seen before— 

Most like, it was some statue had the face. 

Lur. Admit him ! This will prove the last delay ! 
J/us. Ay, friend, go on, and die thou going on I 
Thou heard’st what the grave woman said but now : 
To-night rewards thee ! That is well to hear 1 
But stop not theiefcfe ; hear it, and go on ! 

Lur. Oh, their reward and triumph and the rest 
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They round me in the ears with, all day long ? 

All that, I never take for earnest, friend ! 

Well would It suit us,—their triumplial arch 
Or •atoned pillar,—thee and me- the Moors ! 

Kilt gratitude in those Italian e/ds— 

That, we shall get? 

IJtts, It is too cold an aii — 

Our sun rose out of yonder mound of mist— 

Where is he non ? So I trust inme of them ! 

Lur. Truly? 

Hus, I doubt and fear. Tliere stands a wall 

*Twixt our expansive and explosive race 
And those absorbing, coiiL.entr.ilmg rncMi! 

They use thee I 

Lur. And I feel it, Husain ; yes, 

And care not—yes, an alien force like mine 
Is only called to play its part outside 
Their different nature ; where its sole use seems 
To fight with and keep off an adverse force 
As alien,—which repelled, mine too wiihdiaws; 

Inside, they know not what to do with me ; 

So I have told them laugliingly and oft, 

But long since I prepared to learn the woist. 

Hus, What is the worst ? 

Lur, I w’ll fi'icAall them, Ilusai 

And speak my destiny, they dare not speak— 

Banish myself before they find the heart! 

I will be first to say, ** the woik rewards ' 

“ I know, for all your praise, iny use is over, 

' ** So may it be !—meanwhile *tis best I go, 

And carry safe my memories of you all 
“ To other scenes of action, newer lands,”— 

Thus leaving them confirmed in their belief 
They would not easily have tired of me 1 
You think this harej to say ? 

Hus. Say it or not 



LURIA. 


2i$ 


So thou but go, so they but let thee go ! 

This hating people, that hate each the other, 

And in one bland ness to us Moors unite— 

Locked each to each like flipjjery snakes, I say. 

Which still m all their tangles, hissing longue 
And threatening tail, ne’er do each other harm ; 

While any creature of a better blood, 

They seem to fight for, while they c irclc safe 
And never touch it,—pines v/ithout a wound. 

Withers away before tlieir eyes and breath. 

See thou, if Puccio come not safely out 
Of Braccio’s grasp, this liraccio swoi n Ins foe. 

As Braccio safely from Domiria’s toils 

Who hates him most !—Hut thou, the friend of all 

. . . Come out of them ! 

/,w\ The I’isaii trumpet now ! 

J^us. Bieatlic free—it is an enemy, no friend I 

He keeps his instincts, no new culture mars 
Their perfect use in him ; just so the biutes 
Rest not, are anxious without visible cause, 

When change is in the elements at work. 

Which maii^ trained senses fail to apprehend. 

But here,—he takes the distant chariot-wheels 
thunder, festal fire for lighlinng’s flash, 

The finer traits of cultivated life 
For treachery and malevolence: I sec ! 

1 iiiuiizio. 

Zur. Quick, sir, your message. I but wait your message 
To sound the charge. You bring not overtures 
For truce ?—I would not, for your General’s sake, 

You spoke of truce—a time to fight is come. 

And whatsoe’er the fight's ^vent, he keeps 
His honest soldier’s name to beat me with, 

Or leaves me all hin/lelf to beat, I trust! 

I am Tiburzio. 

l6 
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Lur. You ? *Tis—yes . . . Ti’nirzio 1 

You were the last to keep the ford i* the valley 
From Puccio, when I threw in succours there I 
Why, I was on the heights—tljTO* the defile 
Ten minutes after, when the ptey was lost; 

You wore a:i open scull-cap with a twist 
Of water-ree'^s—the plume being hewn away ; 

While I drove down my battle fiom the heights, 

—I saw with my own eyes ! 

Tib. And you are Luna 

Who sent my cohort, that laid down its arms 
In error of the battle-signal’s sense, 

Back safely to me at the cnlu.d time— 

One of a hundred deeds- I know }ou ! Tlierefoie 
To none but you could I . 

Lur. No truce, Tiburzio ! 

Tth. Luna, you know llic perd’s imminent 
On Pisa,— that you have us in tjie toils, 

Us her last safeguard, all that intercepts 
The ragL of her implacablest of foes 
F^m Pisa,—if we fall to-day, she falU. 

Tno’ Lucca will arrive, yet, ’tis too late. 

You have so plainly hero the best of it. 

That you must feel, brave soldier as you are. 

How dangerous we grow in this e\tii*me, 

How truly formidable by despair. 

Still, probabilities should have their weig'*' — 

The extreinest chance is ouis, but, that chance failing, 
Yofl win this battle. Wherefore say 1 this? 

To be well apprehended when I add, 

This danger absolutely comes from you. 

Were you, who threaten thus, a I’lorentine . . . 

Lur. Sir, I am nearer Florence than hei son*'. 

I can, and have perhaps obliged the State, 

Nor paid a meie son’s duly. ^ 

Tib. Even so ! 



LURIA. 


227 


Were yofl the son of Florence, yet endued 
With all your present nobleness of soul, 

No question, what 1 must communicate 
Would not detach you from^cr. 

Lur, ^ Me, detach ? 

Tib, Time urges: you will ruin presently 
Pisa, you never knew, for Florence^ sake 
You think you know. I have from time to time 
Made prize of certain secret missives sent 
From Braccio here, the Commissary, home— 

And knowing Florence otherwise, I piece 

The entire chain out, from these its scatteied links. 

Your trial occupies the Signory; 

They sit in judgment on your conduct now ! 

When men at home enquire into tlie acLs 
Which in the field e’en foes appreciate . . . 

Brief, they are Florentines ! You, saving tlicm. 
Will seek the sure destruction saviours find. 

Lur, Tiburzio— 

2 lb. All the wonder is of course ! * 

I am not here to teach you, nor direct, 

Only to loyally apprise—scarce that. 

This is the latest letter, sealed and safe, 

As it left here an hour ago. One way 
Oftwo thought free to Florence, 1 command. 

The duplicate is on its road : but this,— 

Read it, and then I shall have more to sa).. 

Lur, Florence ! 

Tib, * Now, were yourself a Florentine, 

This letter, let it hold the worst it can. 

Would be no reason you should fall away— 

The Mother city is the mother still, 

And recognition of the child^pn’s service 
Her own afi^ir ; reward—there’s no reward ! 

But you are bound by liuitc another tie ; 

Nor Nature shows, nor Reason, why at first 
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A foreigner, born friend to all alike. 

Should give himself to any special State 
More than another, stand bVjp'lorence’ side 
Rather than Pisa’s—’tis as fafc a city 
You war against, as that you fight for—famed 
As well as she in story, gracctl no less 
With noble heads and patriotic hearts,— 

Nor to a stranger’s eye would either cause. 

Stripped of the cumulative loves and hates 
Which take importance from familiar view, 

Stand as the Right, and Sole to be upheld. 
Therefore, shoultl the preponderating gift 
Of love and trust, Florence was first to throw, 
Which marie you hers not Pisa’s, void the scale, - 
Old ties dissolving, things resume their place 
And all begins again. Break seal and read ! 

At least let Pisa offer for you now ! 

And I, as a good Pisan, shall rejoice— 

Tho* foa myself I lose, in gaining you. 

This last fight and its oj^portunity ; 

The chance it brings of saving Pisa yet. 

Or in the turn of battle dying so 

That shame should want its extreme bitterness. 

Lttr. Tibiirzio, that fight for Pis?, now 
As I for Florence . . . say niy chanr j were yours ! 
You read this letter, and you hnd . . . no, » o | 
Too mad ! 

I read the letter, find they purpose 
jWhen I have crushed their foe, to crush me : well^ 

Lur. You, boin^ their captain, what i^ it you^do ? 

Tib, Why as it is, all cities are alike— 

Pisa will pay me much as Florence you ; 

I shall be as belied, whate’ei*-the event. 

As you, or more : my weak head, ^hey will say, 
Prompted this last expedient, my faint heart 
Entailed on them indelible disgrace, 
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Both wh^ich defects ask proper punishment. 

Another tenure of obedience, mine ! 

You are ,no son of Pisa’s : break and read ! 

Lur, And act on what Ilread ? What act were fit ? 

If the firm-fixed foundation of my faith 
In Florence, which to me stands for Mankind, 

—If that breaks up and, disemprisoning 
From the abyss . . . Ah friend, it cannot be ! 

You may be very sage, yet ... all the world 
Having to fail, or your sagacity, 

You do not wish to find yourself alone 

What would the world be worth ? Whose love be sure ? 

The world remains—you are deceived I 

Tib. Your hand ! 

I lead the vanguard.—If you fall, beside, 

The better—1 am left to speak ! For me, 

This was my duty, nor would I rejoice 
If I could help, it misses its effect: 

And after all you will look gallantly • 

Found dead here with that letter in your breast ! 

Lur, Tiburzio—I would see these people once 
And test them ere I answer finally ! 

At your arrival let the trumpet sound 
If^mme returns not then the wonted cry, 

It means that I belie\e—am Pisa’s ' 

Ttb. Well ! IGoes. 

Lur. My heart will have it he speaks true ! My blood 
Beats close to this Tiburzio as a friend. 

If he had stept into my watch-lent, night 
And the wild desert full of foes around, 

I should have broke the bread and given the salt 
Secure, and, when my hour of watch was done, 

Taken my turn to sleep betnreen his knees. 

Safe in the untroubled brow and honest cheek. 

Oh, world, where all things pass and nought abides. 

Oh, life the long mutation—is it so ? 
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Ib it with life as with the body’s change ? 

—Where, e’en Iho’ better follow, good must pass, 

Ncti manhood’s strength can v ate with boyhood’s grace. 
Nor age’s wisdom, in its turn, find strength, 

But silently tfie first gift dies away, 

And tho* the n w stays, never both at once ! 

Life’s time of savage instinct’s o’er with me. 

It fades and dies away, past trusting more, 

As if to punish the ingratitude 

With which I turned to grow in these new lights. 

And learned'to look with European eyes. 

Yet it is better, this cold certain way, 

Where Braccio’s brow tells nothing,—Puccio’s mouth, 
Domizia’s eyes reject the searcher—yes— 

For on their calm sagacity I lean, 

Their sense of right, deliberate choice of good, 

Sure, as they know my deeds, they deal with me. 

Yes, that is better—that is best of all! 

Such faKh stays when mere wild belief would go ! 

Yes—when the desert creature’s heart, at fault 
Amid the scattering tempest’s pillared sands, 

Betrays its steps into the pathless drift— 

The calm instructed eye of man holds fast 
By the sole bearing of the visible star, 

Sure that when slow the whirling wreck sub^idcsi 
The boundaries, lost now, shall be found agaiu,— 

The palm-trees and the pyramid over all. 

Yes : T trust Florence—^Pisa is deceived I 

I 

Enter Braccio, Pirccio, and Domizia. 

Brae, Noon’s at an end : no Lucca ? You must fight. 
Lur, Do you remember ever, gentle friends, 

I am no Florentine ? 

Dofn It is yoiirselt 

Who still arc forcing us importunately, 

To bear in mind what else we should forget. 
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Lur, For loss !—For what I lose in being none ! 

No shrewd man, such as you yourselves respect, 

But would remind >ou oUthe stranger’s loss 
Tn natural friends and ad wcates at home, 

Hereditary loves, even rivalships, 

With precedents for honor and reward. 

Still, there’s a gain, loo ! If you take it so. 

The stranger’s lot has special gam as well! 

Do you forget there was my own far East 
I might have given away myself to, once, 

As now to Florence, and for such a gift. 

Stood there like a descended Deity? 

There, worship greets us ! what do I get here ? 

[SAo7us the Icitcf. 

See I Chance has put into my hand the means 
Of knowing what I earn, before I work ! 

Should I fight better, slumJd I fight the worse, 

With your crown palpably before me? see ! 

Here lies my whole reward ! Best know it no^, 

Or keep it for the end’s entire delight ? 

Brae, If you serve Florence as the vulgar &er\ e. 

For swordsman’s pay alone,—break seal and read ’ 

In that case, you will find your full desert ! 

• Lur. Give me my one last happy moment, fru.ncl')' 
You need me now, and all the graliliule 
This letter can contain will never balance 
The after-feeling that your need’s at end ! 

This moment . . . Oh, the East has use with you ' 

Its sword still flashes —is not flung aside 
With the past praise, in a dark corner yet I 
How say you ? 'Tis not so with Florentines— 

Captains of yours—^for them, the ended war 
Is out a first step to the peace begun 
—He who did welkin war, just earns the right 
To begin doing well in peace, you know I 
And certain my precursors,—would not such 
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Look to themselves in such a chance as this, 

Secure the ground they trod upon, perhaps? 

For I have heard, by fits, or seemed to hear, 

Of strange occurrences, ingratifhie, 

Treachery even,—say that one of you 
Surmised this fitter carried what might turn 
7\) harm Iiereal'er, cause him prejudice— 

What would he do ? 

Dam. [Aas^i/y.j Thank God and take revenge ! 

Turn her own force against the city straight, 

And even at the moment when the foe 
Sounded defiance . . . 

tfuuijitt wunds in the distance, 
Lur, Ah, you Florentines I 

So would you do ^ Wisely foi you, no doubt ! 

My simple Moorish instinct bids me sink 
The obligation you relieve me from, 

Still deeper ! [ta Puc.] Sound our answer, I should say ! 
And thus — \teartngthepapcr \—The battle ! That solves 
every doubt! 


ACT III 

« 

AFTERNOON. 

H 

Puccio, as making a if port to jACOro. 

Puc, *And here, your Captain must report the rest; 
For, as I bay, the mam engagement over. 

And Luria^s special part in it pcrformctl, 

How could subalterns like myself expect 

Leisure or leave to occupy the field 

And glean what dropped from nis wide harvesting ? 

I thought, when Lucca at the battle'^ end 
Came up, just as the Pisan centre broke. 
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That*Luria would detach me and prevent 
The flying Pisans seeking what they found. 

Friends in the reaTj a point to rally by : 

But no—more honourat\: proved my post I 

I had the august captive to escort 

Safe to our camp—some other could pursue, 

Fight, and be famous ; gentler chance was mine— 
Tiburrio’s wounded spirit must be soothed ! 

He’s in the tent there. * 

Jac. Is the substance down ? 

I write—“ The vanguard beaten, .ind both wings 
In full retreat—Tiburzio ywisoner ”— 

And now,—“ That they fell hack and formed again 
On Lucca’s coming ”—Why then, after all, 

’Tis half a victory, no conclusive one ? 

Puc, Two operations where a sole had served. 

Jat. And Luna’s fault was—? 

Pitc, Oh, for fault . . . not much ! 

He led the attack, a thought impetuously, ^ 

—There’s commonly more prudence ; now, he seemed 
To hurry measures, otherwise well-)iidged ; 

By over concentrating strength, at first. 

Against the enemy’s van, both sides escaped ; 

^That’s reparable—yet it is a fault. 

Etiter Braccio. 

[ac. As good as a full victory to Florence, 

With the advantage of a fault beside— 

What is It, Puccio ?—that by pressing forward 
With too impetuous . . . 

Erae, The report anon * 

Thanks, Sir—you have elsewhere a charge, I know. 

9 [Puccio 

There’s nothing done but I would do again ; 

Vet, I^po, it may oe the Past proves nothing, 

And Luna has kept faithful to the end ! 
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j€ic. I was for waiting. , 

Brar, Yes : so was not I ! 

He cc/uW not clioose but tear thaJj‘letter—true ' 

Still, certain of his tones, I mincl, and looks— 

You saw, too, with a fresher soul than I. 

So, Porzio seemed an injured man, they say ^ 

Well, I have gone upon the broad, sure ground. 

Enter LuhiA, Puccio, and Domizia. 

Lur. \to Puc.] Say, at his pleasure I will sec Tiburzio 
All’s at his pleasure. 

Dom. [to Lur.] Were I not so sure 
You would reject, as you do constantly. 

Praise,—I might tell you what you have deserved 
Of Florence by this last and crowning feat: 

But words are vain ! 

Li^r. Nay, yon may praise me now 

I want instruction every hour, I find. 

On points i/here once I saw least need of it; 

And praise, I have been used to do without, 

Seems not so easy to dispense with now, 

After a battle half one’s strength is gone — 

And glorious passion in us once appeasc'd, 

Our reason’s calm cold dreadful voice gipis. 

All justice, power and beauty scarce appear 
Monopolized by Florence, as of 1 ite, 

To me, the stranger ; you, no doubt, may know 
Why Pisa needs must give her rival place ; 

Atid 1 am growing nearer you, perhaps, 

For I, too, want to know and be assur^, 

When a cause ceases to reward itself. 

Its ^iend needs fresh sustainments; praise is one. 

And here stand you—-you, Lady? praise me well! 

But yours—(your pardon)—is unlcarmvl praise : 

To the motive, the endeavour, the heart’s self, 

Your quick sense looks; you crown and call ai ight 
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The soul of the purpose, ere ’tis shaped as act. 

Takes flesh i’ the world, and clothes itself a king; 

But when the act con^, stands for what ’tis worth, 

—Here’s Puccio, the skilled soldier; he’s my judge ! 

Was all well, Puccio ? 

All was . . . must be well: 

If we beat Lucca presently, as doubtless . . . 

—No, there’s no doubt, we must—All was well done. 

Lttr* In truth ? But you are of the trade, my Puccio ! 
You have the fellow-craftsman’s sympathy 1 
There’s none knows like a fellow of the craft. 

The all unestimated sum of pains 
That go to a success the world can see ; 

They praise then, but the best they never know : 

—But you know !—Oh, if envy mix with it, 

Hate even, still the bottom praise of all. 

Whatever be the dregs, that drop’s pure gold t 
—For nothing’s like it; nothing else records 
Those daily, nightly drippings in the dark » 

Of the heart’s blood, the world lets drop away 
For ever . . . So, pure gold that praise must be ! 

And I have yours, my soldier : yet the best 
Is still to come—there’s one looks on apart 
Whom all refers to, failure or success; 

What’s done might be our best, our utmost work. 

And yet inadequate to serve his need: 

Here’s Braccio now, for Florence—here’s our service— 
Well done for us, is it well done for him 7 
His chosen engine, tasked to its full strength 
Answers his end P-^-Should he have chosen higher ? 

Do we h^ Florence, now our best is done ? 

Brae. Tills battle with the foregone services. 

Saves Florence. • 

Lur, # Why then, all is very well! 

Here am I in the middle of my friends, 

Who know me and who love me, one and all! 
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‘^And yet . . . ’lis like . . . this instant while I sp2atc 
Is like the turning moment of a dream 
When . . . Ah, you are not forei^ers like me ! 

Well then, one always dreams of ffiends at home, 

And always comes, 1 say, the turning point 
When something c lianges in the friendly eyes 
That love and look on you ... so slight, so slight . . . 
And yet it tells you they are dead and gone, 

Or changed and enemies, for ail their words, 

And all is mockery, and a maddening show ! 

You, now, so kind here, all you Florentines, 

What is it in your eyes . . . those lips, (hose brows . . . 
Nobody spoke it . . . yet I know it well ’— 

Come now—th.s battle saves you, all’s at end, 

Your use of me is o’er, for good, for evil,— 

Come now, what’s done against me, while I speak, 

In Florence ? Come ! I feel it in my blood. 

My eyes, my hair, a voice is in my ear 
That spite of all this smiling and kind speech 
You are betraying me ! What is it you do? 

1 lave it your way, and think my use is over; 

That you arc saved and may throw off the mask— 

Have it my way, and think more work remains 
Whfch I could do,—so show you fear me not! 

Or prudent be, r>r generous, as you choose, 

But tell me—tell what I refused to know 

At noon, lest heart should fail me ! Well ? That letter ? 

My fate i$,known at Florence ! What is it ? 

Brae, Sir, I shall not conceal what you divine; 

It ijs no novelty for innocence g 

To be suspected, but a privilege: 

The after certain compensation comes. 

Charges, I say not whether false tv, true, 
f Have been preferred against you some t^jne since, 

Which Florence was bound, plainly, to receive, 

And which are therefore undergoing now 
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The due investigation. That is all. 

1 doubt not but your innocence will shine 
Apparent and illustrittes, as to me, 

To them this evening, when the trial ends 
Lur. My trial ? 

Dorn. Florence, Florence to the end. 

My whole heart thanks thee ! 

Puc, \to Brac.] What is “ Tiial,*’ Sir? 

It was not for a tiial—surely, no— 

1 furnished you those notes from lime to lime ? 

I hold myself aggrieved—I am a man— 

And I might speak,—ay, and speak mere truth, too. 
And yet not mean at bollom of my heart 
What should assist a—Trial, do you say? 

You should have tokl me ! 

Dom. Nay, go on, go on ! 

His sentence ! Do they sentence him ? What is it ? 
The block ? Wheel ? 

Brac, Sentence there is no^e as yet, 

Nor shall I give my own opinion here 
Of what it should be, or is like to be, 

When it is passed, applaud or disapprove ’ 

Up to that point, what is there to impugn ? 

Lnr, They are right, then, to try me ? 

Brac, I assert. 

Maintain, and justify the absolute right 
Of Florence to do all she can have done 
In this procedure,—standing on her guard, 

Receiving even services like yours 
With utmost fit suspicious wariness. 

In other matters—keep the mummery up ! 

Take rH the experiences of the whole world, 

Each knowledge that ^roke thro* a heart to life, 

Each reasoning ^hich, to work out, cost a brain, 

—In other cases, know these, warrant these. 

And then dispense wdth them—’tis very well! 
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•Let friend trust friend, and love demand its like. 

And gratitude be claimed for benefits,— 

There’s grace in lliat—and when fresh heart breaks 

The new brain proves a martyr, wLat of it? 

Where is the mailer of one moth the more 
Singed in the candle, at a summer’s end? 

But Florence is no simple John or James 
To have his toy, his fancy, his conceit, 

That he’s the one excepted man by fate. 

And, when fate shows him he’s mistaken there, 

Die with all good men’s praise, and yield his place 
To Paul and George intent to try their chance : 
Florence exists because these pass away; 

She’s a contrivance to supply a type 
Of Man, which men’s deficiencies refuse; 

She binds so many, that she grows out of them— 
Stands steady o’er their numbers, tho’ they change 
And pass away—there’s always what upholds. 

Always enough to fashion the great show ! 

As, see, yon iiaiiging city, m the sun. 

Of shapely cloud substantially the same ! 

A thousand vapours rise and sink again. 

Are interfused, and live their life and die,— 

Yet ever hangs the steady show i’ the air 
Under the sun’s straight influence: that well ’ 

That IS worth Heaven to hold, and God to bles*- ' 

And so is Florence,—the unseen sun above, 

Which dra^s and holds suspended all of us— 

Binds transient mists and vapours into one, 

Dififering from each and better than they all. 

And shall she dare to stake this permanence 
On any one man’s faith ? Man’s heart is weak, 

And its temptations many: let her^ prove 
* Each servant to the very uttermost 
Before she grant him her reward, I say ? 

Dom. And as for hearts she chances to mistake. 
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Thatcire not destined to receive reward, 

Tho’ they deserve it, did she only know I 
—What should she do for these ? 

Brae, \ What does she not ? 

€ay, that she gives thenrbut herself to serve ! 

Here’s Luria—what had profited his strength, 

When half an hour of sober fancying 
Had shown him step by step the uselessness 
Of strength exerted for its proper sake ? 

But the truth is, she did create that strength, 

Drew to the end the corresponding means 
The world is wide—are we the only men ? 

Oh, for the time, the social purpose’ sake. 

Use words agiecd on, landy epithets, 

Call any man, sole (ireat and Wne and Good ! 

But shall we, thciefore, standing by ourselves. 

Insult om souls and God with tiic same speech? 
There, swarm the ignoble thousands under Him— 
What niaiks us fiom the hundreds and the tens^ 
Florence took up, turned all one way the sou’* 

Of Luna w ilh its fires, and here he stands ! 

She takes me out of all the world as him, 

Fixing my coldness till like ice it stays 
The fire 1 So, Braccio, Luna, wdiich is best ? 

• Lur, Ah, brave me? And is thus intlced the way 
To gain your good word and sincere esteem ? 

Am 1 the baited tiger that must turn 
And fight his baiters to deserve their praise ? 
Obedience has no fruit then ?—Be it so ! 

Do you indeed remember I stand here 
The Captain of the conquering army,—mine— 

With all your tokens, praise and promise, ready 
To show for what their names were when you gave, 
Not what you style theil! now you lake aw'ay ? 

If 1 call in my tra^s to arbitrate, 

And in their first enthusiastic thrill 
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Of victory, tell them how you menace me— 
Commending to their plain instinctive sense, 

My story first, your comment afl^ ward,— 

, Will they take, think you, part pith you or me? 

When I say simply, I, the man tliey know, 

Ending my work, ask payment, and find Florence 
Has all this while provided silently 
Against the day of pay and proving words, 

By what you call my sentence that^s to come 
Will they sit waiting it complacently ? 

When 1 resist that sentence at their head 
What will ) oil do, my mild antagonist ? 

Bra^, I will rise up like fire, proud and triumphant 
That Florence knew you thoroughly and by me, 

And so was saved : “ See, Italy,’* I’ll say, 

“ The need of our precautions—here’s a man 

Was far advanced, just touched on the reward 
** Less subtle cities had accorded him— 

“ But wc wcie wiser; at the end comes this ! ’* 

And from that minute all your strength will go— 

The very stones of Florence ciy against 
The all-exacting, unenduring Luna, 

Resenting her first slight probation thus, 

As if he, only, shone and cast no shade. 

He, only, walked the earth with privilege 
Against suspicion, free from causing fear— 

So, for the first inquisitive mothcr’s-word. 

He turrted, and stood on his defence, forsooth ! 

Reward? You will not be worth punishment! 

And Florence knew me thus t Thus I have 
lived,— 

And thus you, with the clear fine intellect, 

Braccio, the cold acute instructed mind. 

Out of the stir, so calm and unconfus^d. 

Reported me—how could you otherwise I 

Ay?—and what dropped fromjrou, just now, moreover?' 
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VourSnformation, Puccio?—Did your skill 
And understanding sympathy approve 
Such a re])orl of me ? ^"as this the end ? 

Or IS even this the end Can 1 stop heie - 
You, Lady, witli the woman’s ‘'t.ind apiri, 

The heart to see witJi, not ilio-^t* leiinetl i. u ^ 

... 1 cannot fatliom why you should di'^tmy 
The unofiondiULf man, }Oii call yuiir fiun I -- 
So, looking at tlic good esanijiles hero 
Of friendship, ’tis huL natural I ask 
Had you a further end, in all jou spoke, 

Than profit to me, in those instances 
Of perfidy from Florence to lier chiefs - 
All T icmemher now l(*r the fir-^f time ■* 

DoiH. I on a daughter of the 'i'ia\ci iii. 

Sister of 1 * 01/10 and of Jloito hoMi. 

I have foreseen all tliat h.l'^ come lo j'ls-, 

1 knew the Jdorence tliat could douhl ihi i. '.nlh, 

Must needs inisliiist a stianger's—holding ha* k 
Reward from them, must holil hack his rewaitf. 

And I believed, the shame they hore and died, 
lie would not heai, but Ii\e ami fight against— 

Seeing he was of other slufl than they. 

Lnr* Ileal them ! All these igainst one I'o'cignei ! 
•And all this while, where is in the wliole world 
To his good faith a single willies', ^ 

Ttburzw [who ha^ e/tfcrcti diC/ thr 
dialogue,\ Jlerel 

Thus I bear witness to it, not in woid 
But deed. I live for Pisa; she’s not lost 
By many clianccs—much pi events fioni tint ! 

Her army has been beaten, I am liere, 

But Lucca comes at lasl^onc chance exists. 

I rather had see I'l^ three times lost 
Than saved by anyTraitor, even by >ou. 

The example of a traitoi’s happy fuilunc 

17 
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Would bring more evil in the end than good. 

Pisa rejects such : save yourself and her ! 

1, in her name, resign forthwith * ; you 
TVIy charge,—the highest of her 'ihccs. 

You shall not, hy my counsel, liun on hloience 
Ifer army, g ve her calumny that ground — 

Nor bring it ith you . he you all we gam, 

And all she’ll lose, a head to deck some bridge, 

And save the crown’s cost that should deck tlie head. 
Leave her to perish in her pei fidy, 
riagiie-stricken and stripped naked to all eyes, 

A proverb and a l^y-word in all mouths ! 

Go you to Pisa—Flort'nce is my place — 

Leti\c me to tell her t>f tlie rectitiule, 

I, from the first, told Pisa, knowing it. 

To Pisa ' 

Dom. Ah, my Praicio, are you caught ? 

Hrac, PuLcio, gootl soldier and selected man. 

Whom I have c\er kept beneath my eye, 

Ready, as lit, to serve m this event 
riorencc, who clear foretold it from the first— 

Thro* me, she gives you the command and charge 
She lakes, thro’ me, from him who held it kite ! 

A painful trial, very sore, was yoiiis • 

All that could draw out, marshal m airay 
The selfish passions ’gainst the public good— 

Slights, scorns, neglects, were heaped on yo.4 to bear : 
And ever you did bear and bo’.v the head ! 

It had been sorry trial, to precede 
^Your feet, hold up the pioniise of reward 
For luring gleam ; your footsteps kept the track 
Thro’ dark and doubt: take all the light at once ! 

Trial is over, consummation shines ; 

Well have you served, as well heiic^orth command! 

Puc, No, no ... I dare not, . . i am grateful—glad 
But Luria—you shall understand he’s wronged— 
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And he’s my Caplain—this is not the way 
We s<)l(liers climb to fi^lune : think af^ain ! 

1'he sentence is not passed, beside ! 

I dare not . . . whcie's the soldier could ? 

Lm. Florence — 

Is it to be?—Voii i\ill know all the slrentTih 
Of the savage—to your neck the jaoof must j;o? 

You will pio\e the brute iiatuie? Ah, 1 see 1 
The savage plainly is iinpassibie— 

He keeps his calm way tin o’ insulting woids, 

Sarcastic looks, sharp gesluics—one of which 
Would stop you, fatal to your finer sense : 

Hut if he steadily advances, still 
Without a mark upon hi.s callous liidc, 

Thro’ the nieie briisliw'ood you giow angry with, 

And leave the lalteis of y(nfr ilesh upf>n, 

—You have to learn that when llie line bai come-.. 

The thick mid fucst, Ihe rc.il obst.uK, 

Which when you reat h, you gi\e the kdioui u]-^ 

Nor dash on, hut lie dowm composcrl hcTorc, 

—He goes against it, like the brute he is ! 

It falls before him, or he dies in his (’oiirsc ! 

I kept my course thio’ past ingr.ililiido— 

^ saw—it does seem, now, .is if 1 saw, 

Could not but see, those insults as tJicy fell, 

—Ay, let tlicm glance from off me, very like, 
roughing, perhaps, to think the (piahty 
You grew so bold on, while you so despised 
'fhe Moor’s dull mute inapprchcnsive mood, 

Was saving you ; I bore and kej)L my coiiise ■ 

Now real wrong fronts me—see if I siiccuml)! 

Florence withstands me ?—I wall punish her ! 

At night my senlcnrjft will arrive, you say ! 

Till then I cannot, if I would, rebel— 

—Unauthorised to lay my office dowm, 
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Retaining my full power to will jukI do: 

After—it IS to see. Tiburzio, llia»’*lvS ! 

—you aro fiee— join Lucca, /f^suspend 
All iurther opcialions till lo-niglft. 

Thank you, and for the silence most of all! 
f 7i» la ‘ my complacent bland accuser go, 

And carry his ‘.elf-appruMng iicad and heart 
Safe thro’ the army which would trample him 
Dead in a moment at my word nr sign ! 

Go, Sir, to Florence; tell fnemlb what I say— 

That while I wait their sentence, theirs waits them ’ 
\To Dom.'X You, Lady, you liave Idack Italian eyes ’ 

1 would be geneioiis if I might. . . . Oh, }cs"- 
For I remember how so oft >ou seemed 
Inclined at lieart to bicak llie barrier dowm 
Which Florence makes God huild beiwecii us both. 
Alas, for generosity * this hour 
Demands stiict justice—bear it as you may ! 

I must—the Moor,—the Savage,—pardon you ! 

\^To 7'yc.] Fuccio, my trusty soldici, see Lliein forth ’ - 


ACT IV. 

I \c;. 

Enter I’lJeciO a'id Jai^opo. 

« 

Pttr. What Luria iviU do? Ah, ’Ll^ jours, fail Sir, 
Your and* your aiblle-wnttod master's pait. 

To tell me that; I tell you what he can. 

Jac, Friend, you mistake my station ! I observe 
The game, watch how my betters play, no more. 

Puc, But mankind are lu^i pieces vthere’s your fault! 
You cannot push them, aiul, the first move made. 

Lean back to study what the next should be, 
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In confidence tluit when ’tis fixed upon, 

Yoii*JI find just where^ou left them, blacks and whites . 
Men go on moving wli\i yovir hand’s away. 

You build, 1 notice, firm on Lima’s faith 

This whole time,—firmlier than I choose to build, 

Who never doubted it—of old, that is— 

With Luria in his ordinary mind : 

lint now, oppression makes the wise man mad— 

How do I know he will not turn and sianil 
And hold Iris own against you, as he may ? 

Suppose that he withdraws to Tisa—well,— 

Then, even if all happens to your wish, 

Which is a chance . . . 

Jac, Nay—’twas an r)\crsight, 

Not waiting till the prtiper w\ari.ini cainc . 

You could not take w'hat was not ouis to give. 

But when at nighl the sentence really comes. 

And Florence ciuthori/.cs past dispute 
Luna’s removal and your own advance. 

You will perceive your duty and accept ? 

Phc, Accept what ^ muster-rolls of soldiern.imes ^ 
All army ujx>n pajier ?-- I w'aiit men, 

Their hearts as well as hands—and wheie’s a lieait 
That’s not with Luna, in the multitude 
I come from walking Ihn/ by lama's side? 

You gave him to them, set him on to glow, 

Head-like, upon their trunk, one blood feeds both, 

They fed him there, and live, and‘well know why ' 

—For they do know, if >oii are ignorant. 

Who kept his own place and respected thens, 

Managed their case, yet ncvei spared his own. 

All was your deed : another might have served— 
There’s peradventure Jft» such dearth of men- — 

But you chose Lii/ia—so they grew to him ; 

And now, foi nothing they can undeistand, 

Luna’s lemovcd, off is to loll the head — 
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Tliu body’s mine—much T shall do with it! 

/ac. That’s at the wojst! p 

Sof-at tlie best, it is ! 
Best, do you hoar ? I saw them by his side ; 

Only we two with Luna in the camp 

Are left that k- ow the secret ? You think that ? 

Hear what I saw : from rear to van, no heart 
But felt the quiet patient hero there 
Was wronged, nor in the moveless ranks an eye 
But glancing told its fellow the whole story 
Of that convicted silent knot of spio', 

AYho passed Ihro’ them to M(jm ik l ; tliey niM;lit jia^S— 
No breast but gkidliei beat when free of llicin I 
Our troops will catch up Lima, close him round, 
laiad him to Florence as (lieir natural lord, 

I’artake his fortunes, live or die with him ! 

Jac. And by mistake catch up along with him 
Buccio, no doubt, compelled m self-despiie 
'J’o still condmue Second in Command * 

Puc, No, Sir, no second nor so fortunate ' 

^'our tricks succeed with me too well foi tliat ! 

I am as you liave made me, and shall die 
A mere trained fighting hack to serve jour end ; 

With words, you laugh at while they i^.ue ycui mouth, 
For my life’s rules and ordina'ice of God I 
I have to do my duty, keep ni) faith, 

And earn my praise, and guaid against my blame, 

As I was trained. 1 siiall accept your cliaigt, 

And fight against one better than myself, . 

And my own hcait’s convict ion of his woith— 

That, you may count on !—^just as hitheilo 
I have gone on, persuaded I w'as wronged, 

Slighted, and all the terms we leatn by rote,— 

All because Luna superseded me— ^ 

Because the better nature, fresh-inspired, 

Mounted above me to its proper place ! 
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What mattered all the kindly gracioiisncss, 

And cordial brothcr’^^earing ? This was clear ■ - 
I, once the captain, subaltern now, 

And so must keep complaining like a fool * 

Go, take the curse of a lost man, I say ’ 

You neither play your puppets to the end, 

Nor treat the real man,—for his realnesV sake 
Thrust rudely in their place,—with snrii regard 
As might console them for I heir altered rank. 

Me, the mere steady soldier, you depose 
For Luria, and here’s all that he deserves ! 

Of what account, then, are my services? 

One word for all: whatever Linia docs, 

—If backed by his indignant lioops he turns 
In self-defence and Florence goes to ground, - 
Or for a signal, everlasting sh.iinc, 
lie pardons you, and simply seeks his fneiuls 
And heads the Pisan and the Lucchese Lroo])s 
—And if I, for you ingratcs past belief, 

Resolve to fight against a nuui called false, 

Who, inasmuch as he is true, fights there— 

Whichever way he wins, lie wins for nu-, 

For every soldier, for tlie connnon good ! 

Sir, chronicling the rest, oniit not this ’ 

As they ^ 0 ^ enifr Lurfa atl^i Jhis MN 
IIhs, Saw’st thou?—For they aic gone! The world 
lies bare 

Re fore thee, to be tasted, felt and seen 
Like what it is, now Florence goes away ! 

Thou livest now, with men art man again * 

Those Florentines were eyes to Ihcc of old ; 

But Braccio, but Domizia, gone is each— 

There lie beneath Ihee^hine own multitudes — 

Sawest thou ? ^ 

Lur, I saw. 

Iltis, 


Than, hold thy course, my King! 
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The years return. Let thy heart have its way ! 

Ah, they would play with thee as With all else ? 

Turn thee to use, and fashion tin/! anew. 

Find out Gc'd's fault in tliec as in the rest ? 

Oh, w'atch bul, listen only to these men 
Once at their f :cupation ! Fre ye know, 

The free great hea\Ln is shut, their stilling pall 
Drops till It fiels tlie very tingling tiair— 

So weighs It on our liead,—and, for the earth, 

Our common earth is tethered up and down, 

Over and across—here shalt thou move, they say ! 

Ay, Ilusain? 

//its. So have ihi'y spoiled all bt'side 

So stands a man girt round wuh hJorciitines, 

J'riests, greybearch, IJracTKjs, wimien, hoys and spies, 
All m one talc, eacJi singing tlie same song, 

How thou must house, and live at bed and board. 

Take pledge and give it, go then every way, 

ISrcatbe to ^ heir mL.isiire, make thy blood licat time 
\ViLh theirs—or—all is nothing—thou art lost— 

A savage . . . how shouldst Ihou perceive as they ^ 
Feel glad to stand ’nealli Clod s (dose naked hand ! 
Look up to it ! ^Vhy, down they jinll thy nei k, 

Lest it crush tliec, who /eel il .ind woaldst Kiss, 
Without their priests that nn ih. must glove i' first, 

Less peradventiire it should wound thy lip ! 

Love Woman ! Why, a very l e.i'^t thou art ! 

Thou must . . . 

^ Peace, irusain ’ 

’ Ay, but, spoiling a 

For all, else true, things subshtilling ialse, 

That they should dare spoil, of all iiistmcls, thine ! 
Should dare to take Ihce with thme instincts up, 

Thy battle-ardours, like a hall of fiie,V 
And class them and allow them place and play 
So far, no farther—unabashed tlie while ! 
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Thou with the soul that never cuii t.ikc resi — 

Thou born t(j do, un^ and do again, 

lJut never to be still,-4/ould->t thou make \tar? 

Oh, that IS commendable, just and right ’ 

Come over, say they, li.ue the honour due 
In living out thy nature ! h'lght thy best— 

It is to be for Florence not thyself’ 

For thee, it were a horror and a plague - 
For us, when war is made for Florence, see, 

How all IS changed—the fire that fed on caitli 
Now towers to heaven !— 

Luy. And uliat sealed up "^o long 

My Husain’s mouth? 

IIus. Oh, fiiend, (di, lord—for me, 

Wliat am I ?—T was silent at tliy side, 

That am a jiart of iJiee—Ft is lliy hand, 

Thy foot that glows when in the hearl'lresh blood 
Hods up, thou lieail of me ! Now li\(* again 1 
Again love as thou likost, hate as free ! * 

Turn to no IJiaccios nor Domi/ias now. 

To ask, before thy \oiy limbs daic nio\e, 

If Florence’ w'clfue I'e concerned thereby ! 

Iai)', So clear wlial Moience must espect oi me? 

Hits. Hoth aimies agionst Mnrenrc ’ T.ike icvciTre ! 
Wide, deep—to live upon, m feeling now,— 

And after, in remembrance, year by year— 

And, with the dear conviction, die at last ’ 

She lies now at thy pleasure—pleasuie li.ive ! 

Their vaunted intellect that gilds our sense. 

And blends with lile, to show it better iij, 

—How think’st thou?—I have turned that light on them 
They called our thirst of war a tiansicnt thing ; 

The battle-element mit^ jiass away 

From life, they sfinf, and le.ivc a tianquil woild : 

—Master, I took their light and turned it full 
On that dull turgid vein they said would buist 
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And pass away; and as I looked on Life, 

Still everywhere I tracked this, tJ^Ugh it hid 
And shifted, lay so silent as it tbwUgM, 

Changed oit the hue yet ever was the same : 

Why, ’twas all fighting, all their nobler life ! 

All work was fighting, every harm —defeat, 

And every joy obtained—a victory ! 

Be not their dupe ! 

—Their dupe ? That hour is past 
Here stand’st thou in the glory and the calm ! 

All is determined ! Silence for me now ! 

[Musain ^oes 

Lur, Have I heard all ? 

Dom, \a(i7Hinci}ig form the background.^ No, Luria 
I am lierc ! 

Not from the motives these lia\c urged on thee. 

Ignoble, insufficiehl, incomplete, 

And pregnant each w'lth sure seeds of decay, 

As falling bf sustainment from thyself, 

—Neither from low revenge, nor selfishness, 

Nor sjivage lust of power, nor one, nor all, 

Shalt thou abolish Florence ! I proclaim 
The angel in thee, and reject the spirits 
Which ineffectual crowd about his strength, 

And mingit with his work and claim a share ' 

—Inconscioiisly to the augusleot end 
ThoUjhast arisen : second not in rank 
So much as time, to him who first ordained 
That Flgrence, thou art to destroy, should be — 

Yet him a star, too, guided, who broke first 
The pride of lonely power, the life apart. 

And made the eminences, each to each. 

Lean o*f'r the level world and leVit lie 

Safe from the thunder hence forth ’ne^ih their arms— 

So the few famous men of old combined, 

And let the multitude rise underneath. 
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And reach them*, and unite—so Florence grew ! 
Braccio speaks well, well worth the price. 

But when the sheltered -‘lany grew in pride 
And grudged the station of the glorious ones, 

Who, greater than their kind, are truly great 
Only in voluntary servitude— 

Time was for thee to rise, and thou art heie. 

Such plague possessed this Florence—who can tell 
The mighty girth and greatnc'ss at t)ie he.ii t 
Of those so noble pillars of the giove 
She pulled down in her envy? Who as T, 

The light weak parasite born but to twine 
Round each of them and, measuring them, so Ii\c^ 
My light love keeps the matchless circle s.ife. 

My slender life proves what has jiast away ! 

I lived when they depaited ; lived to cling 
To thee, the mighty stranger ; thou wonld\l use 
And burst the thraldom, and a>enge, I kne\N 
I have done nothing ; nil w'as thy stiong hcaiL 
But a bird’s weight can break the infant tree 
Which after holds an aery in its aims. 

And ’twas my care that nought should warp thy spue 
From rising to the height; the roof is learhed — 
^reak thiough and Iheie is all the sky above ! 

Go on to Florence, Luria ! ’Tis m.in’s cause ! 

Fail thou, and thine ow'n fall is least to dread ! 

Thou keepcst Florence in her evil w'ay, 

ICncouragest her sin so much the more— 

And while the bloody ij.ist is justified, 

Thou all the surelier dost work against 
The men to come, the Lunas yet unborn, 

Wlio, greater than thyself, are reached o^er thee 
That giv’st the vantagc-gfoimd their foes require, 

As o*er my prostrated louse thyself was’t reached ! 
Man calls thee—God shall judge thee : all is said, 
The mission of my House fulfilled at last ! * 
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And the mere womcin, speaking for herself, 

Reserves speech ; it is now no w^lan’s time. 

^ [Domizia goes* 
jAir. So At I lie last must figure lAiria, then ! 

Doing the v.irKH.'- work of all his friends, 

And answering e .ery purpose save his own. 

No doiilit, 'tis well foi them to wish ; for him— 

Aftci the exploit what is left? Pei chance 
A little pride upon the sw.irthy brow, 

At having brought successfully to bear 
’Gainst hiorence’ self her own especial arms, — 

Her craftiness, impelled by fiercer strength 
Krom Moorish blood than feeds the northern wit — 

Rut after !—once I he e.isy vengerince willed. 

Beautiful P'lorence at a word laid low 
—(Not in her Domes .and Towers and Palaces, 

Not even m a tlieam, that outrage !) -low, 

As shamed in her own eyes hcnccfortii for ever, 

I.,ow, for fho rival cities round to sec, 

Conquered and pardoned by a hireling ISToor ! 

—For him, who dul the irrc_|enable wrong, 

What would lie left, hi-, lilt’s illusion lied,— 

What hope or tiusl in the forlorn wide world ? 

How strange that J’lorence slu uld nii-itukc me so ! 
llow grew this^ What withdrew her faith i me? 
Some aiuse ! These frctfiil-blou led children tjlk 
Againsbtheir mother,—they are wronged, they say— 
Notable wrongs a smile makes up again ! 

So, taking fiie nt each supposed ollence, 

They may speak rashly, sutler for ia>h speech— 

But what could it havo been in word or deed 
That injured me ^ Some one word spoken more 
Out of my heart, and all had clftiltig^ perhaps ! 

My fault, i: must ha\e been,- -for v^at gam they? 

Why risk the danger ? Sec, what I could do ! 

And my fault,’wherefore visit upon them. 
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My Florentines? TJic generous revenge, 

I meditate I To sta 3 yieic passively. 

Go at their siimnifinsi^ as they dispose — 

Wh}', if my very solclicrs keep their rank^, 

And if I pacify niy chiefs, what then ? 

I rum h loreiu c--Loach her friends mistrust 

Confirm her enemies m h.ndi beht-f -- 

And when blic finds one day, as she must find, 

The strange mistake, and how my heart w.is hers, 
Shall it console me, that my Florentines 
Walk with a sadder step, a gra\ er face, 

Who took me w'lth siicli frankness, praised me so, 
At the gl.id outset! Had they loved me less, 
They had less feared what seeinc<l a ch.tnge in me. 
And after all, who did the haim Ni'l they I 
How could they inler[n)^o with tliose old fooN 
In the conned ? Sufloi for (Fioso old fools’ sakes — 
They, who made jnclurcs of me, sang the songs 
About my battles Ah, we Moors get bbiicl^ 

Out of our proper world where w'e can see ! 

The sun that guides is closer to us ! Thcic— 
There, my own orb ! lie sinks from out the sky ! 
Why, there ! a whole day lias lie blessed the land. 
My land, our Florence all about the hills, 

The fields and gaidens, vineyards, ohve-grouncls. 
All have been blest—and yet we Florentines 
W'lth minds intent upon our battle hero, 

Found that he rose too soon, or else too late. 

Gave us no vantage, or gave Fisa more— 

And so we wronged him ! Does he turn in ire 
To burn the earth, that cannot understand ? 

Or drop out (jiuetly, and leave flic sky, 

His tahk once ciidccl^ Night wipes blame away : 
Another morning^om my Ka>>l shall rise 
And find all eyes at leisure, more* disposed 
To watch it and approve its work, no doubt. 
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So, praise ihe new sun, the successor piaise 1 
Praise the new Lnria, and forget tjj;: old ! 

apJnal from kzs hrtaU, 

—Strange 1 This is all I brought from my own Land 
To help me- -Europe would supply the rest, 

All needs be^l ’e, all other helps save this ! 

I thought of ad\erse fortune, battles Inst, 

The natural iipbraidings of the loser, 

And then this quiet remedy to seek 

At end of the disastrous day — \TIe drinks, 

*Tis sought’ 

This was my happy tiiuiiipli-mnimng : J'loience 
Is saved: 1 drink this, and tre night,—die '—Strange ! 


ACT V. 

MGIIJ. 

LrRIA PQCCIO. 

Lur. I thought to do this, not to talk this : well ' 
Such were my projects for the City’s good, 

To save her irom attack oi hy defence. 

Time, here as elsewhere, soon or late may ta-^e 
Our foresight by surprise witli • haiicc ancl chai>gc ; 

But not a little we provide against 
■!—If you see clear on every point. 

Puc, ' Most clear. 

Lur. Then all is said—not much, if you count words, 
Vet for an understanding ear enough, 

And all that my brief stay pcrmitsr'bf&ide. 

Nor must you blame me, as 1 sought to teach 
My elder in command, or tliicw a doubt 
Upon the very skill, it comforts me 
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To know I leave,—your steady soldiership 
That never failed yet, because it seemed 
A stranger’s eye niighi haply note defect, 

Which skill, thro’ use and custom, overlooks, 

I have gone into the old caies once more, 

As if I had to come and save again 

Florence—that May- that morning ’ ’Tis night,non — 

Well—1 broke off with? . . . 

Puc. Of the past campaign 

You spoke—of measures to be kept in mind 
For future use. 

Lur, True, so . . . but, time—no lime ! 

As well end here : remember Lins, and me ! 

Farewell now! 

Puc, Dare F sjicak ^ 

Luf. — The south o’ llie rivci— 

Flow IS the second stream called . . . no,—the third ^ 

Puc. Pesa. 

Lur. And a stone’s cast from the ford’^gplacc, 

To the East,—the little mount’s name ^ 

Puc, f ai po. 

Litr, Ay! 

Ay—there the lower, and all that side is safe ! 

With San Romano, west of Evola, 

*San Mmiato, Scala, Em poll, 

Five towers in all,—forget not' 

Puc. Fe'ar not me ! 

Lur, —Nor to memorialize the Couneil now, 

I’ the easy hour, on those battalions’ claim 
On the other swle, by Staggia on the hills, 

That kept the Siennese at check ! 

Puc, One w ord— 

Sir, I must speak ! Thj^^ >ou submit youKsclf 
To Florence’ biddinj^howsoc’er it prove. 

And give up the command to me—is much, 

Too much, perhaps : but what you tell me noiv, 
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Even will alTert the other course you choose — 

Poor as it may be, peril even that 
Refuge you seek at Pj'j.i —yet thc>6 plans 
y\U militate for Florence, all concliule 
Your fonniflable work to make her queen 
Of the countrv —whlfh her rivals nv>e against 
When you he^j in it,—which to mteirnpL, 

. Pisa would hii}' you of! at any fiiice ' 

You cnniuit mean to sue for Pisa’s help. 

With this made perfect and on rei ord ^ 

T.ur. I — 

At Pisa, and for refuge, do ^ on s.iy ^ 

Puc, Where are )ou gtung, uicn? V’on mnsl decide 
On leaving ns, a silent fugitive, 

Alone, at night— you, stealing thro' oiu lines, 

Who were this inoimng’s fairn,—you .escape 
To piinfiilly begin the wmld once nu>n_, 

With such a Past, ns it had never liecii ! 

Where are y<ni going ? 

. lAir. ^ Not so far, my Puccio, 

But that T hope to hear, .ind krujw, and praise 
(If you mind j^r.u^e fioni your old captain yet) 

Each happy blow you strike f<ir Florence ' 

Puc, —Ay, 

But ere you gain your shelter, what n'a} come ? 

For sec—tho' nothing’s surely known as ye*. 

Still . . . truth must out . . . T apprehend the worst. 
If inerp suspicion stood foi ccrt. inty 
Before, there’s nothing can arrest the steps 
Of Florence toward your iiiiii, once on foot. 

Forgive her fifty limes, it malteis not! 

And having disbelieved your innocence, 

Plow can she trust your magnanimity? 

You may do harm to her^-wliy tiTetu jy'ou will 1 
And Florence is sagacious in pursuit. 

Have you a friend to count on ? 
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Z/Sr, One sure friend. 

Pitc, Potent ? _ 

Lnr, Ail p'tent. 

Puc, And he is apprised ? 

Zwr. He waits me. 

Puc, So ' —Then I, put 111 your place, 

Makiuf; my profit of all done by jou, 

Calling your labours mine, reaping then friut, 

To these, the Statens gift, now .add tins of yours — 

That I may take to my peculiar store 
All your instructions to do Florence good ; 

And if, by putting some few happily 

Ill practice, I shouhl both ad\anlago her 

And diaw down honor on myself,—wh.il then ? 

J..ur, Do it, my Puccio ! I shall know and jjraisc ! 

Puc, Though, so, men say, ** mark what we gam b) 
change 

** —A Puccio lor a Luiia 1 ’* 

Lur, ICven so I ^ 

P^^c. Then, not for fifty hundicd Florences, 

Would I .accept one office save my own, 

Fill any other than my rightful post 
I lere at your feet, my Captain .ind my Lord ! 

TJiat such a cloud should break, such trouble be, 

*Ere a man settle soul and body dow'ii 
Into his true place and take rest foi ever ! 

Here were my wise eyes fixed on youi right lianrl. 

And so the bad thoughts uiine and tlie worse w'oid^. 

And all went wrong and painfully enough,— 

No wonder,—till, the nglit spot sUimiilod on, 

All the jar sti^ps, and there is peace at once I 
I am yours nowa tool your right hand wields ! 

God’s love, that I should live, the man I am, 

On orders, warrants^^tents and the like, 

As if there were no glowing eye 1 * the W'oild, 

To glance straight inspiration to my brain, 

IS 
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No glorious heart to give mine twice the beats 1 * 

For, see—my doubt, where is it ?—Fear ? *tis flown I 
And Florence and her anger are a/>>dle 
To scare a child I Why, half a dozen words 
Will tell hei, spoken as 1 now can speak. 

Her error, m> past folly—and all’s right, 

And you are Luria, our great chief again i 
Or at the worst—whicli worst were best of all— 

To exile or to death I follow you ! 

Lur. Thanks, Tuccio ! Let me use the privilege 
You grant me ; if I still command you,— st.iy ! 

Remain here—my vif cgerciil, it sliall be, 

And not successor • lei me, as of old. 

Still serve the Sutc, my spiiit prompting yours ; 

Still triumph, one for botli - Thcic • Leave me now ' 
You cannot disobey my first command ? 

Remember what I spoke of Jacopo, 

And wli.it you promised to obseive with him ' 

Send him to speak wuh me —nay, no farewell— 

You shall lie by me nlien tlic sentence conics. 

LPuccio 

So, there’s one Florentine returns ag.im ! 

Out of the genial nioining compan}. 

One face is left to lake into the 

lintc} J \COPO. 

Jar, I wait for your comma’ids, Sir. 
f.ur. What, so sooo ? 

I thank your ready presence and fair woid. 

I used to nolu 0 you in early days 
As of the other species, so to speak, 

Those watchers of the lives of us who act— 

That weigh our raotiv'cs, scriitini/c our thoughts; 

So, I propound this to your 

As you w'ould tell me, weic a town to take 

. . . Tliat is, of old. I am departing hence 
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Under these imputations: that is nought— 

I leave no friend on vAiom they may rebound, 
Hardly a name behiiKTme in the lanil, 

Being a stranger; all the moie behoves 
That I regard how altcicd wore the case 
With nati\cs of the countiy, Kloientines, 

On whom the^Jike mischance shoiihl fall; the roots 
O’ the tree survive the ruin of the trunk - 
No root of mine will throb— you limit rsi md. 

But I had predecessors, Klorcntinos, 

Accused as I am now, .iml punished so * 

Tlic Traversal 1 —you know more than I 
How stigmati/cd they are, and lost in sh inv'. 

Now, Buccio, who succeeds me in comm ind, 

'Both served llicm and succeeded, in due time; 

He knows the way, holds proper document, 

And has the power to lay the sim]')le liiith 
Before an acli\c spiiil, as 1 know }oims : 

And also there’s Tilnii/io, my new fiioml, • 

W’dl, lit a \vord, confirm such evidence, 

He being the chivalric soul we knoi\. 

I put it to your instinct- -uere’t not well, 

—A giacc, liiougli but for contrast’s sake, no more,— 
If you who ^^llncss, and have boine a shaie 
Involuntarily, in my niiscLancc, 

Should, of your proper motion, set your skill 
To indicate . . . that is, investigate 
The reason or (he wrong of what befcl 
Those famous citizens, yoiii countrymen ? 

Nay—you shall promise nothing—but reflect, 

And if your sense of justice prompt you—good ! 

Jac, And it, the trial past, their fame stand clear 
To all men’s eyes, as ypii «’s. my lord, to mine— 

Their ghosts may sIc' pm quiet satisfied ! 

I'or me, a straw thrown up into the an, 

My testimony goes for a •'Inw’s \v<irth, 
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1 used to hold by the instructed brain, 

And move with J5raccio .as the masl^r-wind ; 

The heart leads surelier: I must mbve wUli you— 

As j;rcatcsL now, who ever were the best 
So, let thela .t and humblest of your serv.aiits 
Accept your t harge, as Hraccio’s heretofore, 

And offer homage, by obe)]iig you ! Jacopo j^oes. 

Lur. Another '—Luria goes not poorly forth ! 

If we could wait! The only fault’s with Time : 

All men become good creatures—but st» slow ! 

Pom I/[A 

Lu>\ Ah, you once more ? 

Doni. Domizia, Hint you knew, 

Performed her task, and died with it—’Tis 1 ' 

Another woman, you have never kimwii. 

Let the Past sleep now. 

J.nr. I h.ivo done with it. 

Dom, Uow inexhaustibly the spirit giows ! 

One object, she seemed erewhile born to reach 
With her whole energies and die content, 

So like a wall at the \\oild\s end it stood, 

With nought heyond to live for,—is it leacliCd? 

Already are new imdreanic,d cneigK ' 

Outgrowing undei, and e\tending further 
To a new object;—there's an itlier world I 
See I I have told the purpose of my life,— 

’Tis gained—you are decided, well or ill— 

You march on Florence, or submil m hti — 

My work is done with you, your brow declares: 

But—leave you ? More of you seems yet to reach ! 

I stay for what I just begin to see. 

Zur, So that you turn not to Post! 

Z>oM. \i You tr.ace 

Nothing but ill in it—my selfish impulse, 

Which sought its ends and ilisicgaided yoius? 
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Lur. Speak not against your nature: best, each keep 
His own—^you, your^ most, now, when I keep mine, 

—At least, fall by it, ha\ing too weakly stood. 

God’s finger marks distinctions, all so hue. 

We would confound—the I.esser has its use, 

Which, when it apes the Greater, 1*9 foregone. 

I, born a Moor, lived half a Floicntmc ; 

Iliit, punished properly, can die a Moor, 
lieside, there is wlut makes me I'lidersLaiid 
Your nature ... I have seen it — 

Dom, One like mine ? 

Lur, In my own KasL . . if you would stoop and 
help 

My barbarous illustration ... it sounds ill— 

Yet there’s no wrong at boLtoiii—ralliei, praise — 

Dom, Well ? 

Lur. We have tiL.ilures tlicie, which if }(ju saw 

The first lime, you would doubtless marvel at, ^ 
hor Lhcir surpassing beauty, ciaft and strcngtli. 

And tho’ It were a lively moment’s shock 
Wherein you found I lie purpose of those tongues 
Th<it seemed innocuous in their lambent play. 

Yet, onc-C made know such grace rec|UiiLd such guaid, 
^^our reason soon would acquiesce, 1 think, 

In the Wisdom which made all things lor the best; 

So take them, good with ill, con leu Led ly— 

The prominent beauty with the secret sting. 

I am glad to have seen you wondrous Florentines, 

Yet ... 

Dorn, 1 am here to listen. 

Lur, My own East ! 

How nearer God we were ! He glows above 
With scarce an inter'v^tttion, presses close 
And palpitatingly, His soul o’er ouib ’ 

We feel Him, nor by painful reason know' ! 

The everlasting minute of creation 
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Is felt there ; I^ow it is, as it was ; 

All changes at His instantaneous will, 

Not by the operation of a Liw 

Whose makei is elsewhere at other work * 

Ills soul is su!l engaged upon his world— 

Man’s praise can foiward it, Man’s prayer suspend. 
For is not God all-mighty?—To lecast 
The world, erase old things and make them new, 
What costs It Him? So, man breathes noldy there 
-iVnd inasmuch as Feeling, the Fast’s gift. 

Is quick and Iransieiil c oni< s, and lo, is gone— 
While Northern Thought is slow and durable, 

Gh, what a mission was reserved for me. 

Who, born with a perception of the power 
And use of the North’s thought for us ol the Fast, 
Should have stayed there and turned it to account 
’Giving Thought’s character and permanence 
To the top-transiiory Feelings (heie— 

Writing God’s mess.iges in mortal w'ords ! 

Instead of w'hich, I Ic.ivc my fated field 
For this wheic such a task is needed least, 

Where all .ire born consummate in the aiL 
I just perceive a chance of making n.n.e,— 

And then, deserting thus my early post, 

I wonder that the men I come among 
Mistake me ! There, how all had understood, 

Still brought fresh stuff fur me lo stamp and keep, 
Fresh instinct to translate them into law ! 

Me, w'hu . . , 

I>om, Wlio here the greater task achieve, 

More needful even : who have brought fresh stuff 
For us to mould, interpret and pfove right,— 

New feelings fresh from God, which., could we know 
O’ the instant, where had been our need of them ? 

—Whose life re-teaches us what life should be, 

WAat faith is, loyalty and simpleness, 
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AI], their revealment taught us so long since 
That, having mere trl^ition of the fact, 

Truth copied ^Iteringly from copies faint, 

The early traits all dropped away,—we said 
On sight of faith of yours, “ so looks not faith 
“We understand, descrihod and taught Ijeforo.'* 

But still, the truth was shown ; and Iho’ at hibt 
It suffer from our haste, yot trace by trace 
Old memories reappear, the likeness grow'i, 

Our slow Thought docs its work, and all’s re-known. 
Oh, noble Luna ! what you have decreed 
I see not, but no animal revenge. 

No brute-like punishment of bad by worse—> 

It cannot be, the gross and vulgar way 
Traced for me by convention and mistake, 

Has gained that calm .ippro\ing eye and biow 
Spare Floience after all ’ T.lI Luna Inisl 
To his own soul, and I will trust to him ! 

f./tr. In time ! • 

Dom, How, Luna? 

Lur, It is midnight now— 

And they arrive from kdorenre with my fate. 

Dom, I hear no step . . . 

Lur. I feel it, as }ou say ’ 

Enter Husain'. 

Hus. The man returned from Florence ! 

Lur. As I knew. 

Hus. He seeks thee. 

Lur, And I only wait for him. 

Aught else ? 

5us. A movement of the Lucchese troops 
Southward— ^ 

Lur. T ^ . Toward Florence ? Have out instantly. . . 
Ah, old use clings ! Puccio must care henceforth 1 
In—quick—’tis nearly midnight ’ Bid him come ! 
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Enter Tidurzio, "Bv^ACCio^and V\}CCi6» 

Lur. Tiljuizio?—not at Pisn. ? ^ 

7'i6. I rcliiin 

From Florent c : I serve I’lsa, and must Hunk 
I3y such proct 'ure I ha\c scr\cd her best. 

A people IS buu the attempt of many 
To rise to the completer life of one— 

And those who live as models for the mass 
Are singly of more value than they all. 

Such man arc youj and such a time is this 
That your sole fate coir ns a nation uioic 
Than its apparent welfare ; and to prove 
Your rectitude, and tluly crown the same, 

Imports it far beyond the day’s event, 

Its battle’s loss or gjin- the iii.iss remain'-. 

Keep but the model safe, new men will rise 
To study it, and othei days to prove 
IIow gieat a good wjs Luna’s having lived 
I miglit go'try my forUinc as you bade. 

And joining Lucca, helped by your disgrai e, 

Rcfjair our harm—so were to-day’s vvoik du.ic ; 

Hut wMiere were Luna for our sons to seci* 

No, I look farther, 1 have testified 
(Declaring niy submission to >our arms) 

Your full success to hioiente, making clear 
Your probity, as none else couLl: I spoke— 

And it shone clearly ! 

^ Lur* Ah— till Bract'io sjjoke ! 

Brae, Till Braccio told in just a word the whole— 
His old great error, and return to knowledge— 

Which told . . . Nay, Luria, J shoulil droop the head, 
I, whom shame rests with, yet I d.:^ look up. 

Sure of your pardon now I sue for u,*'v 
Knowing you wholly—so let midiiiglit end I 
Sunrise will come next ! Still you answer not ? 

The shadow of the night is past away : 



LURIA. 


265 


Our circling faces here ’mid which it rose 
Are all that felt it,—^jey close round }ou now 
To witness its completest vanishing. 

Speak, Luria ’ Here begins your true career— 

Look up to it!—^All now is possible— 

The glory and the grandeur of each dream— 

And every prophecy shall be fulfilled 

Save one . . . (nay, now yoiii woul imi^L come at last) 

—That you would punish Florence ! 

IIus, LlfRl \’s ikadbody.) That is done !— 
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PART FIRST. BEING WHAT WAS CALLED THE POETRY 
OF CHIAPPINOS LIFE. AND PARI SECOND, I'lS 
PROSE 

PART I. 

Inside Luitolfo’s hou^e at /'itijtza, ClllAfPiNO, 

Eulalia. 

£u. What is it kccp^ Luitolfo? Night’s fjst falling, 
And ’twas scarce sunset . . . had the Ave-hell 
Sounded before he sought the Provost’s House? 

I think not : all he had to say would take 
P'ew minuses, such a very lew, to say ! 

How do you think, Chiappino ? If our lord 
The Provost were less friendly to your fricntl 
Than everybody here professes him, 

I should begin to tremble—should luU you ? 

Why are you silent when so many ti'uca 
1 turn and speak to you ? ' 

CA. That’s good ! 

£u. You laugh ? 

CAJ' Yes. I had fancied nothing that bears price 
^‘In the whole world was left to call my own, 

And, may be, felt a little pride thereat: 

Up to a single man’s or woman’s love, 

Down to the right in my owm flesh and blood, 

There’s nothing mine, I fancied,—^! you spoke ! 

—Counting, you see, as “nothing^^ie permission 
To study this peculiar lot of mine 
In silence : well, go silence with the rest 
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I 

Of the world’s gc) 0 (^ What can I say, shall serve ? 

Eu, This,—lest ^u, even more than need?* embitter 
Our parting: say your wrongs have cast, for once, 

A cloud across your spirit! 

Ch, How a cloud ? 

Eit, No man nor woman loves you, did you say? 

Ch. My God, wcrc’t not for tliee ! 

Eu. Ay, God remains, 

Even did Men forsake you. 

Ch. Oh, not so ! 

Were’t not for God, 1 mean, wliat hope of truth— 
Speaking truth, hearing truth, uould stay with Man ? 

I, now—the homeless, friendless, penniless. 

Proscribed and exiled wiclch \vho speak to you. 

Ought to speak truth, yet could not, for my death, 

(The thing that tempts me most) help speaking lies 
About your friendship, and Luitolfo’s courage. 

And all 0111 townsfolk’s equanimity,— 

Through sheer incompLlencc to nd myself * 

Of the old miserable lying trick 

Caught fiom the liars I have lived with,—God, 

Did I not turn to thee ' it is thy prompting 
1 dare to be ashamed of, and thy counsel 
Would die along my conaid hp, I know— 

But I do turn to thee ! This craven longue, 

These features which refuse the soul its ^^ay, 

Reclaim Thou 1 Give me truth—truth, power to speak 

—And after be sole present to approve 

The spoken truth !—or, stay, that spoken truth. 

Who knows but you, too, might approve ? 

Eu. Ah, well— 

Keep silence, then, Chiappino 1 

Ch. You would hear, 

And shall now,—why the thing we’re pleased to style 
My gratitude to you and all your friends 
For service done me, is just gratitude 
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So much as yours was service—and no more. 

I was born here, so was Luitolfo,—ifoth 
At one timoj much with the same circumstance 
Of rank and wealth ; and both, up to this night 
Of parting ci'miDany, have side by side 
Still fared, he in the sunshine—I, the shadow : 

Why?” asks the world : “because,” replies the woihl 
To its complacent self, “these playfellow 
Who took at church the holy-water diop 
One from the otherS finger, and so fortli, — 

Were of two moods : Luitolfo was the jiiuper 
Ft lend-making, everywhere friend-finding soul, 

Fit for the sunshine, so it followed liim ; 

A happy-lempered bringer of the best 

Out of the worst; who bears with wlut’s past CLiic, 

And puts so good a face on’l wisely passive 
Where action’s fiuuless, while he remediet* 

In silence what the foolish rail against; 

A man to s*aooth such natures as parade 
Of opposition must exasperate— 

No general gauntlet-galherei for the weak 
Against the strong, yet over-scrupulous 
At lucky junctures ; one who won’t fortgo 
The after-battle work of bimhng wound;,, 
because, foisooth, he’d h.ive to bring himsch 
To side with their indictors fos dieii leave ! " 

—Why do you gaze, nor help me to repeat 
, What comes so glibly from the common mouth, 

^Aboiil L\utolfo and his so-slyled friend ? 

£u. Because, that friend’s sense is obscured . . . 

Ck. I thought 

You w'ould be readier with the other half 
Of the world’s story,—my half!— ’tis true. 

For all the world docs say it J Say your worst ! 

True, I thank God, I ever said “you sin,” 

When a man did sin • if I could not say it, 
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I glared it at him,—if 1 could not glare it, 

1 prayed against hiu^^than my part seemed over; 

God*s may begin yet—so it will, I trust! 

ILu. If the world outraged you, did we 
Ch, Wh.U*s*S.io’ 

That you use well or illi* It’s ISTnn, in mo, 

All your successes are an outrage to, 

You all, whom simslnne fi»llo\\s, as jtui say ' 

Here’s our Faenza birlh[)Iricc—they send Iiere 
A Provost from Ravenna—how ho rules, 

You can at times be eloquent about— 

“ Then, end his rule ! ” ah jos, one stroke does that ’ 

Rut patience under wrong works slow and '-lire 
Must violence still bring peace forth^ JK, li< ,uk', 
Returns so blandly one’s obeisance—ali-- 
Somc latent virtue may be lingering yet, 

Some human sympathy which, once excite, 

And all the lump weie leavened (jmetly-- 
So, no more talk of sinking, for this time ! 

But I, as one of those he rules, won’t bear 
These pretty lakings-np and layings dtiwm 
Our cau^c, just as you think occasion suits ! 

Enough of earnest, is there ? 'S'uu’Jl i)lay, will you ? 
Diversify youi tactics,—give sulmrssicn, 

• Obsequiousness and flattery a turn. 

While we die in our misery jiatient deaths? 

We all arc outraged then, and I the first' 

I, for Mankind, resent eacli shrug and smirk, 

Each beck and bend, each . . . all you do and aic, 

1 hate ! 

Jiit^ We share a common censure, then ! 

’Tis well you have not poor Luitolfo’s part 
Or mine to point out in the wide offence. 

Ch. Oh, shall I Ll you so escape me, Lady? 

Come, on your own giound, Lady,—from yourself, 
(Leaving the people’s wrong, which most is mine,) 
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What have I got to be so grateful for ? 

Tliese three last fines, no doubt, one on the other 
Paid by LiuLolfo ? ^ 

Eu. Shame, Chiappino ! 

Ck. Shame 

Fall presently on who deserves it most I 
Which is to see. lie paid my fines—my friend, 

Vour prosperous smooth lnisb.ind presently, 

Then, scarce your wooer,—now, your lover : well— 

1 loved you I 
Eli. Hold! 

Ch. Von kijcw it, year* a'^o ; 

When my voice faltered and iny eyes grew dim 
Because yon gave me your silk lnll^k to hold — 

My voice that greatens when there's need lo curse 
The people’s Provost Lo their heart’s content, 

—My eyes, the Provost, who bears all men’s ejes, 
Banishes now because he cannot boar ! 

You knew' . . . but you do your parts—my part, I ! 
So be It 1 ybu flourish—I decay 1 All’s well! 

Eli. 1 hear this for the first time ! 

Ck. The fault’s there 

Then, my days spoke not, and my nights of fire 
Were voiceless? Then, the very heart may burst 
Yet all prove nought, because no mincing spt ech 
Tells leisurely that thus it is and thus ? 

Eulalia—truce with toying for !his once— 

A banished fool, who troubles you lo-night 
^For the last time—Oh, what’s to feai from me? 

You knew 1 loved you ! 

Eu. Not so, on my faith ! 

You were my now-affianced lover’s friend— 

Came in, went out with him, could speak as he; 

All praise your ready parts and pre^n**nt wit; 

See how your words come from you in a crowd 1 
Luitolfo’s first to place you o’er himself 
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In aft that challenges respect and love— 

Vet you were silent who blame me now I 
I say all this by fascination, sure— 

I am all but wed to one I love, yet listen— 

It must be, you aie wronged, and that the wrongs 
Luitolfo pities . . . 

Ch, —You too pity ? Do ! 

But hear first what my wrongs are ; so began 
This talk and so shall end this talk I siy, 

Was’t not enough that I must stiive, I saw, 

To grow so far familiar with your charms 
As to contrive some way to win them—which 
To do, an age seemed far too lit Ik--for, see ! 

We all aspire to Heaven—and there ih. I leaven 
Above us—^go there ! Dare we go ? <io, surely 1 
How dare we go without a reverent pau^e, 

A growing less unfit for Heaven?—Kven so, 

I dared not speak— the greater fool, it seems ! 
Was’t not enough to struggle wntli such fully. 

But I must have, beside, the very man * 

WTiose slight, free, loose arul incapacious soul 
Gave his tongue scope to say wdinte'er he won Id 
—Must have him load me with his benefits 
For fortune’s fiercest stroke ! 

• Eu. Justice to him 

That’s now entreating, at his risk perhaps. 

Justice for you ! Did he once call those acts 
Of simple friendship —bounties, benefits ? 

Ch, No—the straight course liad been to call thciii 
Then, 1 had flung them back, and kept myself 
Unhampered, free as he to win the prize 
We both sought—^but “ the gold was dross,” he said 
** He loved me, and I loved him not—to spurn 
** A trifle out of sup'^irluity : 

“ He liad forgotten he had done as much ! ” 

So had not 11—Henceforth, try as I could 
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To take him at his word, there stood by you 

My benefactor—who might sjpeak laugh 

And urge his nothings—even banter lue 

Before you---but my tongue was tied. A dream I 

Let’s wake. our husband . , . how you shake at that! 

Good—my n. \ -nige ! 

En. Why should I shake? What furced, 

Or forces me to be Luilolfo’s bride ? 

Ch, There’s my revenge, that nothing forces you I 
No gratitude, no liking of the eye, 

Nor longing of the heart, but the poor bond 
Of habit—heic so maiij' times be came, 

So much he spoke,—all these compose tlic tie 
That pulls you from me ’ Well, ho paid my fines, 

Nor missed a cloak fpoin wardrolx', ilisli fioin l ible— 

—He spoke a good word to the rnnost lieic — 

Held me up when my fortunes loll away 
-It had not looked so well to let me di< p — 

Men take pains to preserve a tree-stump, L\en, 

Whose boii^iis they played Ijenealli—much moic a fi 1 
But one grows tiied of scciiig, after the hi si, 

Pains sclent upon impracticable stiifi’ 

Like me : I could not change—you know the rest. 

I’ve spoke my mind too fully on', f n -'nee, 

This morning to our ibovoxi : so eie mght 
I leave the cuy on ixiin of death—and now 
On my account there’s gallant mterccssjo 1 
Goes Soiward—that’s so graceful !—and anon 
iHe’ll noisily come back : the intern.' io 1 
Was made and fails—all’s over foi us btyLli— 

*Tis vain contending— I had belter go . 

And I do go—and so to you he turns 

Light of a load, and ease of that permits 

jHis visage to repair its natural blaiitf^ 

tBconomy, sore broken late to suit 

My discoiileiit : so, all arc pleased—you, with him, 
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He with himself, and all of you with me 
—Who, say the cUi^l|ris, had done far bettor 
In letting people s.lcep upon Ihcir woes. 

If not possessed with talent to relievo them 
When once they woke ;—but then I had, they'll '^ay, 
Doubtless some unknown compeiisating piido 
In what I did—and as I seem contuiL 
With ruining myself, wliy so should they bo, 
jVnd so they arc, and so hr witli his pi i/e 
The devil, when he gets Ihera sjieodily ' 

Why does not your lanlolfo come ^ 1 long 

To don this clo.de and take the t.i’go p.i:li. 
iL seems you ncvei loved ino, iln'nf 

£/i. C lii.ipiano ! 

CV/. Novel ? 

J£ii, No\or. 

C/i. That’s s\d—say ^^hat I miglit, 

There was no helping being sure this v^llJlc 
Von loved iiic—love like nunc must have rctuyi, 

I thought—no ii\er starts but to some sea ! 

And hail you loved me, I could soon devise 
Some speciou’^ rcas«)n why you stilled lose, 

Some fancied self-deni.d on your part, 

Which made you choose lanlolfo ; so, excepting 
* From the wide coiuleiiination of all here, 

One woman ! Well, the other dream may break ! 

If I knew any heart, ns mine loved you, 

Loved me, tho’ in the \ilest breast ’twx'ic lodged, 

I should, 1 think, he forced to love again — 

Else there’s no riglit noi icason in the world ! 

JSzi. “ If you know,” say you,—but I dirl not know— 
That’s where you're blind, Chiappino ’—a disease 
Which if I may remoye, I’ll not ie[)ent 
The listening to ; you cannot, will not, see 
How, place you but in every circumstance 
Of us, you are just now indignant at, 

19 
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You’d be as we. 

Ck. I should be ? . . that, again I 

I, to my Friend, my Country and my Love, 

Be as Luitolfo and these Faentines ? 

Etu As wc. 

Ck, Now, I’ll say something to remember! 

I trust in Natur- for the stable laws 
Of Beauty and Utility—Spring shall plant, 

And Autumn garner to the end of lime : 

I trust in God—the Right shall be the Right 
And other than the Wrong, while He endures— 

I trust in my own soul, that can perceive 

The outward and the inward, nature’s good ^ 

And (jod’s—So—seeing these men and myself, 

Having a right to speak, thus do I speak: 

I’ll not cuise . . . God bears with them—well may I — 
But I—protest against their claiming me ! 

I simply say, if that’s allowable, 

I would npt . . . broadly ... do as they have done— 
—God curse this townful of horn slaves, bred slaves. 
Branded into the blood and bone, slaves ! Curse 
Whoever loved, above his liberty. 

House, land or life ! anti ... [j 4 knocking without. 

, . . BI.'Sn my hero-friend, 
Luitolfo! * 

Eu. How he knocks ! 

Ch. I'bc peril. Lady ! 

“ Chiappino, I have run a risk ' My God ! 

I low when I prayed the Provost—(lie’s my friend)— 

“ To grant you a week’s respite of his sentence 
** That confiscates your goods, and exiles you, 

*‘He shrugged his shoulder ... I say, shrugged it I 
Yes, ^ 

And fright of that drove all elseIrom my head. , 

“ Here’s a good purse of scudi —off with you ! 

Lest of that shrug come—w'hat God only knows ! 
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“ The scudi —friend^ftey’re trash—no thanks, I beg— 
"Take the Noith g^,—for San Vitale's suburb 
“ Whose double taxes you appealed against, 

“ In discomposure at your ill-sucrcss 
“ Is apt to stone you : there, there—only go ! 

** Beside, Eulalia here looks sleepily— 

“Shake . . . oh, you hurt me, so you squeeze my wrist 
—Is it not thus you’ll speak, .ulvoiiLurous friend? 

[As he opens the door^ Lunoi.ro rushes in^ his 
garments iii\o} tiered, 

Eti, Luitolfo ’ Blood ^ 

Lnit. There’s more—and more of it ! 

Eulalia—take the garment . . . no , . . you, friend ! 
You take it and the blood from me—jou dare ! 

Eu, Oh, wlio luis Inirt you ? whereS the wound ? 

Ch, “ Who,” say you? 

The man with many a touch of virtue yet! 

The Pro\ost’s friend lias proved too frank of speech 
And this comes of it. Miserable hound ! • 

This comes of temporising, as I said ! 

Here’s fruit of your smooth speeches and fair looks ! 

Now see my way ! As God lives, I go straight 
To the palace and do justice, once foi all ! 

, Lwt, What says he ? 

Ch. IMl do justice on him ! 

Lnit. Him ? 

Ch. The Provost. 

Lutt. I’ve just killed him ! 

En. Oh, my God! 

Lmt. My friend, they’re on my trace—they’ll have me 
—now ! 

They’re rouml him, busy with him ■ soon they’ll find 
lie’s past then help, r *iil then the> ’ll be on me 1 
Chiappino I save Eulalia ... I lorget . . . 

Were you not bound . . . for . . . 

Ch, Lugo I 
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Luit, * Ah—yes—^yes— 

That was the point I prayed of him change. 

Wull —go—be happy . . . is Eulalia safe ? 

They’re on me ! 

CA. *Tis through me they reach you, then ! 

Friend, seem lb a man you are ! Lock arms—that’s right. 
Now tell me what you’ve done; explain how you 
Thdt still professed forbearance, still preached peace, 
Could bring yourself . . .- 

Z?///. What was jicace for, Chiappino? 

I tried peace—did that say that w'hen peace failed 
Strife should not follow s' All my peaceful days 
Were just the prelude to a day like this. 

I cned, “You call me ‘ friend '—save my true friend ! 

“ Save him, or lose me ! ” 

C'As JJiit you never said 

You meant to loll the Provost thus and thus ' 

Z«//. Why should I say it ? What else did T mean ? 
CA. W^ll } He persisted ? 

. . . Would so order it 
You should not trouble him too soon again— 

I saw a meaning in his eye and lip— 

I poured my heart’s store of indignnnt ANords 
Out on him—then—I know not. —fl., leloiUd— 

And I . . . some staff lay llierc to hand—I think 
He bade his servants thrust nu out—1 struciv - 
. . . Tyi, they come ! Fly you, save yoiirsehes, you two ! 

. The dead back-weight of the beheading axe ! 

*The glowing tnp-hook, thumbscrews and the gadge ! 

They do come I Torches in the Place! Farewell— 
Cliiappino 1 You can woik no good lo us— ^ 

Much to yourself; believe not, all the world 
Must needs be cursed henceforth ! v 
CA. And you ? 

I stay. 

CA. I la, ha ! Now, listen ! I am master here ! 
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Thisi was my coarse disguise—this paper shows 
My path of flight place of refuge—see— 

Lugo—Argentii—past San Nicolo— 

Ferrara, then to Venice and all’s safe * 

Put on the cloak ! II is people have to fetch 
A compass round about —There's time enough 
Ere they can reach us—so you straightway make 
For Lugo . . . Nay, he hears not ! (Jn with it— 

The cloak, Luitolfo, do you heai me ? Sec— 

He obeys he knows not how.—'I’hon, if I must . . . 
Answer me ! Do you know tlic Lugo gate ? 

£u. The north-west gate, o\er Uk bridge ! 

Jmi£. I know! 

Ch. Well, Iheic—}f'u are not frightened? Allmyiouto 
Is traced in that—at Venice jou’ll esenpe 
Their power ! ludalia—I am master here ! 

[shouts from xoithout Ifcpushes out Lt 11 OLl*0, who 
compltes mechannally. 

In time ! nay, help me with him—So '—hc's^onc. 

Eu. What ha\c)ou done? On you, perchance, all know 
The Provost’s hater, will men’s vengeance fall 
As our accomplice . . . 

Ch. Mere acr»unphce ? Sec ! 

I PulUuy; on Lui J 01,1* o’s vest. 
Now, Lady, am I true to iiiy jjiofessioii, 

Or one of these .■* 

Eit. ^'ou take Luitolfo’s place? 

Ck, Die for him ! 

Eu. Well done ! \Shoiih increase. 

Ck. I low the people tarry ! 

I can’t be silent ... I must speak ... or sing— 

How natural to smg now ! 

Eu. . Hush and pray! 

We are to die— h\xt even I perceive 
’Tis not a very haid thing so to die— 

My cousin of the pale-blue tearful eyes. 
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Poor Cesca, sutlers more from one day’s life 
With the stern husband ; Tisbe’s he^it goes forth 
Each evening after that wild son of her&, 

To track his thoughtless footstep thro’ tlie streets— 

I low easy for rhem both to die hke this ! 

I am not sure ifiat I could live as they. 

C/i. Here lliey come, crowds! They pass the gate? 
Yes !—No '— 

One torch is in the cuuiL-yard. Here flock all! 

Eu, At least Luitolfo has escaped !—What cries ! 

C/i* If they would drag one to tlie market-place. 

One might speak there ' 
lui. List, list ! 

C/i. They mount the steps ! 

Eiiicr £hc I’opulacc. 

Ch. I killed the ri(»voit ’ 

\The Populace^ ^peaking togeiherS^ '"Tw.ia Chiappino, 
frien(^ ! 

Our saviour.—The best man at last as first! 

He who flrst made see what chains we wOiC, 

He also strikes the blow that shatters them. 

He at last saves us—oui best cituen ' 

—Oh, have you only couin'M' to spcal. now i 
My eldest ‘•'ni was chrisLen>:d a year since 
“ Cino ” to I- eep Chiappino’s ii^ime in miiia 
Cino, for shortness merely, you observe ! 

The City’s in our hands.—The guards are fled— 

^ Do you, the cause of all, come down -come down-— 
Come forth to counsel us, our chief, our king, 

Whate’er rewards you ! Choi^sc your own reward I ' 

The peril over, its reward liegins 1 
Come and harangue us m the marinet-placc 1 
Eu, Chiappino ! 

Ck. Yes . . . I understand your eyes 1 

You think I should have prumpllier disowned 
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This deed with its st^nge unforeseen success 
In favour of Luitolfd^lnit the peril, 

So far from ended, hardly seems begun ! 

To-morrow, rather, when a calm siicccerls, 

We easily shall make him lull amends : 

And meantime ... if we save them as they pray, 

And justify the deed by its cflccts ^ 

Eu. You would, lor woilds, you had denied at once ! 
Ch. I know my own intention, he assuiecl ! 

All’s well! Precede us, fellow-citizens I 


I'AKT 11. 

The Market-place. LuirOLtO tit di^^ui:iC mingling with 
the Populace assembled opposite the Provost’s Tcilote. 

1 st Bystander [To Lui r.] You, a friend of Luilolfo's ! 
Then, your friend is vanished,—in all proljal'^ity killed 
on the night that his patron the tyrannic.il Provost wa.s 
loyally suppressed here, exactly a month ago, by our 
illustrious fellow-ciiizcn, thrice-noblo saviour, and new 
Provost lh.it IS like to be, tins very morning,—Chiappino ! 
^ Luit. He the new Provost? 

2nd, Up those steps will he go, and beneath yonder 
pillar stand, while Ogniben, the Pope's Legate from 
Ravenna, reads the new dignitary’s title to the people, 
according to cstabhslied usage —For which reason, there 
is the assemblage you inquire about. 

Luit, Chiappino—the old Prov’^osl's successor? Im¬ 
possible ! But tell me of that presently—Wliat I would 
know first of all is, wherefore Luitolfo must so necessarily 
have been killed on that memorable night ? 

^rd. You were Luitolfo s friend ? So was I—Never, 
if you will credit me, did there exist so poor-spirited a 
milk-sop 1 He, with all the opportunities in the world, 
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furnished by daily converse with our ojipressor, w'ould 
not stir a finger to help us: so wh(^i Chiappino rose in 
solitary majesty and , . . how does one go on saying? 
. . . dealt the godlike blow,— this Luitolfo, not unreason¬ 
ably fearing ilie indignation of an aroused and liberated 
people, lied ccipilaLely : he may have got trodden to 
death m the press at the soiilh-east gate, when the 
Provost’s guards fled thro’ it to Ravenna, with their 
wounded master,—jfhcdid not laiher hang himself under 
some hedge. 

lAttt, Ur why not simply have Jam pci due in some 
quiet corner,—such as iii Cassiaiio, where his estate 
was,—receiving daily intt lligcncc fiom some sure friend, 
meanwhile, as to the turn matters were taking here . . . 
how, for instance, llie Provo'^t w'as not dead after all, 
only wounded . . . or, as to-da}'s news would seem to 
prove, how Chiappino was not Ihiiliis the Klder, after all, 
only the new’I‘ro\ost . . . and thus Luitolfo be enabled 
to watch ck fa\ curable opportunity for returning—might 
it not have been so ? 

yiL Why, he may liavc taken that care of himself, 
certainly, for he came of a cautious slock.—I’ll tell you 
how his unde, just such another gingerly Ircader on 
tiptoes with finger on hp,—how be iritt his death in the 
great plague-year: tizcovohis ' Hc«iring tb-it the seven¬ 
teenth house in a certain street was infected, ne calculates 
to pass it in safely by taking j^Jentiful breath, say, when 
he shall arrive at the eleventh house ; then scouring by, 
-iiolding that breath, till he be got so fur on tlte othei 
side as number twenty-three, and thus elude the danger. 
—And so did he begin—but, as he arrived at thirteen^ 
wc will say,—thinking to impiove on his precaution by 
putting up a little prayer to *^t. Neponiuccne of Prague, 
this exhausted so much of his lungs’ reserve, that at 
sixteen it was clean spent,—consequently at the fetal 
seventeen he inhaled with a vigour and persistence 
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enough to suck you any latent venom out oi the heart of 
a stone—Ila, ha ! ^ 

JLmt (If I had not lent that man the money 

he wanled last spring, I slioiiltl fe.ir iJns bitterness was 
attributable to me). LuitoUo is dc.id then, one may 
conclude! 

3 /'^/. Why, he had a house h<.rc, .nid a woman to 
whom he w'as aflianced ; and as they l)oth pass naturally 
to the new Provost, his friend and heir . . . 

Luif. Ah, I suspected you of imposing on me with 
,your pleasantry—I know Chiappiuo better ! 

ij/. (Our friend has the bile ! afu r all, I do not dis¬ 
like finding someliody\.iry a little tins general gape of 
admiration at Cliiappino’s gloiious (lualities—.) Piay, 
how much may you know of w'hat has taken place in 
Faenza since tii.it iiieinorable night ? 

Luit. It is most to the purpose, that I know Chiap- 
pino to liave been by profession a hater of that very 
office of IVovost, you now chaige him with proposing to 
accept. 

1st. Sir, I’ll tell vou. That night was indeed memo¬ 
rable—up we lose, .1 iii.iss of us, men, w'omen, childien 
—out fled tile guauf'^ with the liudy <if liio tyrant—we 
were to defy thi world . but, next grey morning, “ What 
^ will Rome sa>,'’ begin e^ cry body—(you know we are 
governed by Ravenna, which is governed by Rome). 
And quietly into the town, by the Ravenna road, comes 
on mulcback a portly pc-rson.igc, Ogniben by name, with 
the quality of I^ontilical Lcg.ite—tiots briskly ll.io* the 
streets humming a “ Ctn- jremnere gmtes''* and makes 
directly for the Provost’s I’alace—there it faces you— 
“ One Messer Chiappino is your leader ? I have known 
three-and-lwcnty leaders of rcA oils ! ” (laughing gently 
to himself)—“Give me the help of your arm from my 
mule to yonder steps under the pillar—So ! And now, 
my revoltcrs and good friends, what do you want? 
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The guards burst into Ravenna last night bearing your 
wounded Provost—and, having a little talk with 
him, I take on myself to come and try appease the 
diborderline^s, before Rome, hearing of it, resort to 
another method ; ’tis I come, and not another, from a 
certain love I confess to, of composing differences. So, 
do you understand, you arc about to experience this 
unheard-of tyranny from me, that there shall be no 
heading nor hanging, no confiscation nor exile,—I insist 
on your simply pleasing yourselves,—and now, pray, 
what does please you ? To live without any governmenU 
at all? Or having decided for one, to see its minister 
murdered by the first of your body that chooses to find 
himself wionged, or disposed for reverting to first prin¬ 
ciples and a Justice anterior to all institutions,—and so 
will you carry matters, that tlic rest of the world must 
at length unite and [uit down such a den of wild beasts ? 
As for vengeance on what has just taken place,—once 
for all, thj; wounded m.in assures me he cannot con¬ 
jecture who struck him—and this so earnestly, that one 
may be sure he knows perfectly well what intimate 
acquaintance could find adiuLssion to spcak*with him so 
late that evening—I come not for vengeance therefore, 
but from pure cuiiosity to hear wJi.u >ou will do next.” ^ 
—And thus he ran on, easily and voiulily, till he seemed 
to arrive quite naturally at tlic praise of La«, Order and 
Paternal Government by somebody from rather a dis¬ 
tance ? all our citizens were in the snare, and about to be 
>friends with so congenial an adviser ; but that Chiappino 
suddenly' stood forth, spoke out indignantly, and set 
things right again ... 

Luit, Do you sec ?—I recognise him there ! 

%rd. Ay, but mark you, at the end of Chiappino’is 
longest period in praise of a pure Republic. * * And by 
whom do I desire such a government should be adminis¬ 
tered, perhaps, but by one like yourself?”—returns the 
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Legate—thereupon ^peaking, for a (quarter of an hour 
together, on the nal%ral and only legitimate government 
by the Best and Wisest—and it should seem there was 
soon discovered to be no such vast discrepancy at bottom 
between this and Chiappino’s theoiy, place but each in 
its proper light—“Oh, are >ou theie?” quoth Chiap- 
pino :—“In that, I agree,” retums Chiappino, and so 
on. 

lAtii. But did Chidppiriu cede at once to tlii') ? 

\st. Why, not altogether at once—for instance, he 
said that the difTerence between him and all his fellows 
was, that they seemed all wishing to be kings in one or 
another way,—wliereas what riglit, asked ho, has any 
man to wish to be supeiior to another?—whereat, “Ah 
Sir,” answers the Legato, “tins is the death of me, so 
often as I expect something is really going to l>e revealed 
to us by you clearer-scers, dcepei-thinkers—this—that 
your right-hand (to speak by a figure) should be found 
taking up the weapon it displayed so ostcntat^usly, not 
to destroy any dragon in our path, as was prophesied, 
but simply to cut oft its own fellow left-hand—yourself 
set about attacking yourself—for see now ' Here arc 
you who, I make sure, glory exceedingly in knowing the 
^ noble nature of the soul, its divine impulses, and so 
forth ; and with such a knowledge you stand, as it were, 
armed to encounter the natural doubts and fears as to 
that same inherent nobility, that are apt to waylay us, 
the weaker ones, iif the road of Life,—and when \se look 
eagerly to see them fall before you, lo, round you wheel, 
only the left hand gets the blow ; one proof of the soul’s 
nobility destroys simply another proof, quite as good, of 
the same,—you are found delivering an opinion like this I 
Why, what is this peipetual yearning to exceed, to sub¬ 
due, to be better than, and a king over, one’s fellows,— 
all that you so disclaim,—but the very tendency yourself 
are most proud of, and under another form, would oppose 
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to it,—only in a lower stage of* manifestation ? You 
don’t want lo be vulgarly superior^to your fellows after 
tbcir poor fashion—to have me hold solemnly up your 
gown’s tail, or hand you an cxjiress of ihc last importance 
Irom the Pc pc, with all these bystanders noticing how 
unconcerned you look the while—but neither does our 
gaping fiieiicl, the burgess yonder, want the other kind 
of kingship, that consists in understanding better than 
liis fellows this and similar points of human nature, nor 
to roll under the tongue this sweeter morsel still, the 
feeling that, thro’ immense philoso])hy, he does fwt feel, 
he rather tlnnks, above }oii and me !”—And so chattingj 
they glided olf arm 111 aim. 

Lttit. And the result is . . . 

Why, that a month ha\ing gone by, the indomi¬ 
table Chiappino, marrying as he will Luitolfo’s love—at 
all events succeeding to Liiitolfo’s goods,—becomes the 
first inhabitant of Faenza, and a proper aspirant to the 
ProTOstslvp—which wo assemble here to see conferred on 
him this morning. The l^egate's Guard to clear the way! 
He will follow presently ! 

Lutt, \withdrav}inj* a I understand the drift of 

Kulalia’s communications less than ever—yet she surely 
said, in so many w'ords, that Chiajipmo was in urgent 
danger,—wherefore, disreg,nding iier injunr'ions to con-' 
tinue in my retreat and wa.t the result if, what she 
called, some experiment yet in process—I hastened here 
without her leave or knowledge—w+iat could I else?— 
Yet if what they say be true ... if it were for such a 
purpose, she and Chiappino kept me away . . , Oh, 
no ! I must confront him and her before I believe this, 
of them—and at the word, sec ! 

Enter Chiapi’Ino ami Eulalia. 

Eu. We part here, then ? Tlie change in your prin¬ 
ciples would seem to be complete ! 
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CJ. Now, why idmse to <;ee that in my present course 
I change no princ%les, only rc-adapt them and more 
adroitly? I had despaired of what you may call the 
material instrumentality of Life ; of ever being able to 
rightly operate on mankind thro’ such a deranged 
machinery as the existing modes of government—hut 
now, if I suddenly discover how to inf<jini these pervcited 
institutions with fresh purpose, bring the functionary 
hmbs once more into immediate cominuniration with, and 
subjection to the soul I am aliout to liestow on them 
... do you sec ? Why should one desire to invent, 
so long as it remains possible to renew and transform ? 
When all further hope of the old oiganis-ition shall be 
extinct, then, 1 grant ytni, it will be time to try and create 
another. 

En. And there being discoverable some hope yet in 
the hitherto much-abused old s>stem of absolute govern¬ 
ment by a Provost hcic, you mean to take your time 
about cndtuvoiiimg to re disc tho'ic Msions ol a perfect 
Stale, we once heard of? * 

CK Say, I would fiin realise my conception of a 
Palace, for instance, and that there is, abstractedly, but 
a single way of erecting one perfectly; heie, in the 
market-pliice is my allotted building-ground ; here I stand 
• without a blone to lay, oi a labourer to help me,—stand, 
too, during a short day of life, close on which the night 
comes. On the other hand, circumstances suddenly offer 
me . • . turn and see it . . . the old I’rovost’s House 
to experiment upon—ruinous, if you please, wrongly con¬ 
structed at tlie bcgmniiig, and ready to tumble now— 
but materials abound, a crowd of workmen offer their 
services; here, exists yet a Hall of Audience of originally 
noble proportions, there, a Guest-chamber of sym¬ 
metrical design enough ; and 1 may restore, enlarge, 
abolish or unite these to heart’s content—ought* I not 
rather make the best of such an opportunity, than con- 
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tinue to gaze disconsolately with fo\led arms on th4 flat 
pavement here, while the sun goes y iwly down, never to 
rise again ? But you cannot understand this nor me: it 
is better we should part as you desire. 

So the love breaks aw'ay too ! 

Ch. No, ra her my soul’s capacity for love widens— 
needs more than one object to content it,—and, being 
better instructed, will not persist in seeing all the com¬ 
ponent parts of love in what is only a single part,—nor 
m finding the so many and so various loves, united in the 
love of a woman,—finding all uses in one instrument, as 
the savage has his sword, sceptic and idol, all m one 
club-stick. Love is a very compound thing. I shall 
give the intellectual part of my love to IVfen, the mighty 
dead, or illustrious living ; and determine to call a mere 
sensual instinct by as few fine names as possible. What 
do I lose ? 

Eu^ Nay, I only think, what do I lose !» and, one 
more word—which shall complete my instruction—docs 
Friendship' go loo?—What of LuUolfo—the author of 
your present prosperity ? 

Ch, How the author ?— 

Eu, That blow now called yours . . . 

Ch, Struck without principle or purpose, is b)^ a blind 
natural operation—and to winch all my thoughts and life ■' 
directly and advisedly tended. I would hi.* e struck it, 
and could not. He would have done his utmost to avoid 
sinking it, yet did so. I dispute his right to that deed 
of mine—a final action with him, from the first effect of 
which he fled away—a mere first step with me, on which 
I base a whole mighty superstructure of good to follow.' 
Could he get good from it ? '' 

Eu, So we profess, so we perform ! 

* Enter Ogniben. Eulalia stands aparu 
Ogni, I have seen three-and-twenty leaders of revolts! 
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—}rou. leave, ^^1 Ferfonn? What does the lady 
say of Performing ? C 

Ch. Only the trite saying, tliat we must not trust Pro¬ 
fession, only Performance. 

Ognt. She’ll not say that, Sir, when she knows you 
longer; you’ll instruct her belter. Ever judge of men by 
their professions ! For tho’ the bright moment of promis¬ 
ing is but a moment and cannot be prolonged, yet, if 
Sincere in its moment’s extravagant goodness, why, trust 
it and know the man by it, I say —not by his performance 
—which is half the world’s work, interfere as the world 
needs must with its accidents and circumstances,—the 
profession was purely the man's own ’ I judge people by 
what they might be,—not are, nor will be. 

Ch. But have there npt been found, too, performing 
natures, not merely promising ? 

Ogtiu Plenty: little Bindo of our town, for inst.ance, 
promised his friend, great ugly Masaccio, once, “I will 
repay you ! ”—for a favour done him : so when his father 
came to die, and Bindo succeeded to the inheritance, he 
sends straightway for Masaccio and shares all with him; 
gives him half the land, half the money, half the kegs of 
wine in the cellar. “ Good,” say you—and it is good: 
but had little Bindo found himself possessor of all this 
► wealth some five years before—on the happy night when 
Masaccio procured him that interview in the garden with 
his pretty cousin Lisa—instead of being the beggar he then 
was,—I am bound to believe that m the warm moment of 
promise he would have given away all the wine-kegs, and 
all the money, and all the land, and only reserved to him¬ 
self some hut on a hill-top liard by, whence he might 
spend his life in looking and seeing his friend enjoy him¬ 
self : he meant fully that much, but the world interfered! 
—To our business—did I understand you just now within¬ 
doors ? You are not going to marry your old friend’s love, 
nfior all ? 
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Chn I must li'ive a woman that Van sympathise ^ith, 
ami appreciate me, I told jou. 

0 ,^M. Oh, I remember ! yon, the greater nature, needs 
must have a lesser one (—avowetlly lesser—contest with 
you on that sf'ore would never do !)—such a nature must 
comprehend y-ui, as the phrase is, accompany and testify 
of your great ness from point to point onward ; why, that 
were being not merely as great as youiself, but greater 
considerably ! Meantime, might not the more bounded 
nature as reasonably coiint on your appreciation of it, 
rather?—on your keeping close by it, so iar as you both 
go together, and then ing on by yourself as far as you 
please ? So Clod serves us ' 

Ch. And )el a \%oinan that could understand the whole 
of me, to whom I coiiUl reveal .dike the .strength and the 
weakness— 

Ogni, Ah, my friend, wish for nolliing so foolish I 
Worship your hive, give lit r tlic best of you to see; be 
to her like the Westcin Lands (they bring us .such .strange 
news of) tfi- the Spanish Court —send her only your lumps 
of gold, fans of feathers, your s])irit-hke birds, and fruits 
and gems—so shall yon, what la unseen of you, be sup¬ 
posed altogether a Riradiso by her,—as tin sc Western 
lands by Spun—tho’ I wanant theic hlth, red baboons, 
ugly reptilcj and squalor enough, wliich they bring Spain 
as few samples of as possible. Do you want jur mistress 
to respect your body gcncially T Offer her your mouth to 
kiss—^ion'l strip off your boot and put your foot to her 
dips ! You understand my humour by this time? I.help 
men to carry out their own princiide: if they please to 
say tw'O and two m.ake five, I assent, if they will but gO 
on and say, four and four make ten ! 

Ch, But these are my piivale affairs—what I desire you 
to ocCQijy yourself about, is my public appearance pre-* 
sently: for when the people hear tliat I am appointetj 
Provost, tho* you and I may thoroughly discern—and 
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easily, too—the rigjp principle at bottom of such a move¬ 
ment, and how my republicanism remains thoroughly 
unaltered, only takes a form of expression hitherto com¬ 
monly pdged . . . and heretofore b) myself . . . in¬ 
compatible with Its existence . . when thus I reconcile 
myself to an old form of goveniiueiiL instead of proposing 
a new one . . . 

Qg-m. Why, you must deal with people broadly. Begin 
at a distance fiom tins matter and say,—new truths, old 
truths ! why, there is nolLhing new possible to be revealed 
to us in the moral world—wc know all we shall ever know, 
and it is for simply reminding us, by their various respec¬ 
tive expedients, how w'e t/o know this and the other mailer, 
that men get called prophets, poets and the like. A 
philosopher’s life is spent in discovering that, of the half- 
dozen truths he knew when a child, such an one is a lie, 
as the world slates it in set terms; and then, after a 
weary lapse of years, and plenty of hard thinking, it 
becomes a truth again after all, as he happeift to newly 
consider it and view it in a different relation with the 
odiers—and so he restates it, to the confusion of some¬ 
body else in good lime.—As lor adding to the original 
stock of tnilhs,—impossible !—So you see the expression 
iOf them is the grand business :—you have got a truth in 
.yoiir head about the right way of governing people, and 
you took a mode of expressing it —which now you confess 
to be imperfect'—but wlnt then? There is Truth in 
Falsehood, Falsehood in Tiuth.—No man ever told one 
great truth, that I know, wiUiout the help of a good dozen 
of lies at least, generally unconscious ones; and as when a 
child comes in breathlessly and relates a strange story, 
you try to conjecture from the very falsities in it, what 
^le remity was,—do not conclude that he saw nothing in 
the sky, because he assuredly did not see a fl3ring horse 
there as he says,—so, thro’ the contradictory expression, 
do you see, men should look painfi|}ly for, and trust to 

20 



290 A, SOUL’S TRA(fEDY.’ 

\n S 

(urive eventually at, what you call true principle at 
lx>ttoni. Ah, what an answer is thhre ! to what will it 
not prove applicable!—“Contradictions?"—Of course 
there were, say you ! 

CA, Still, the uoild at larije may call it inconsistency, 
and what shall I say in reply? 

Why look you, when they tax you with tergiver¬ 
sation or duplicity, you may answer—you begin to perceive 
that, when all’s done and said, both great parties in the 
state, the advocators of change in the present system of 
things, and the opponents of it, patriot and anti^patriot, 
are found working together for the common good, and 
that in the midst of their elForts for and against its pro¬ 
gress, the woild somehow or other still advances—to which 
result they contribute in equal proportions, those who 
spent their life in pushing it onw^aru as those who gave 
theirs to the business of pulling it back—now, if you found 
the world stand still between the opposite forces, and were 
glad, I should conceive you—but it steadily advances, you 
rejoice to see 1 By the side of such a rejoicer, the man 
who only winks as he keeps cunning and quiet, and says, 
“Let yonder hot-headed fellow fight out my battle; I, 
for one, sliall win in tlie end by tlie blows he gives, and 
which I oui;ht to be giving ”—even br‘ seems graceful in 
his avowal, when one considers that he might say, 
shall win quite as much by the blows our igonist gives 
him, and from which he saves me—1 thank the antagonisf 
equafly ! ” Moreover, you must enlarge on the loss of 
' the edge of party-animosity with age and experience— 

C/i And naturally time must wear off such asperities 
—the bitterest adversaries get to discover certain points 
of similarity between each other, common syi^pathies^^ 
do they not? 

Qpii. Ay, had the young David but sate first to dine 
on his cheeses with the Philistine, he had soon discovered 
an abundance of su^h common sympathies—He of Gath> 
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it recorded) born 01 a lather and mother, had 
brothers and sisters like another man,—they, no more 
than the sons of Jesse, were used to cat each other; but, 
for the sake of one broad antipathy that had existed from 
the beginning, Da\'id slung the stone, cut off the giant 
head, made a spoil of it, and after ate his cheeses alone, 
with the better appetite, for all I can learn. My friend, 
as you, with a quickened eyc-sight, go on di'»covering 
much good on the worse side, remember that the same 
process should proportionably magnify and demonstrate 
to you the much more good on the better side—and when 
1 profess no sympathy for the Goliahs of our time, and 
you object that a large nature should sympathise with 
every form of intelligence, and see the good in it, how¬ 
ever limited—I answer, so f <lo—but preserve the pro¬ 
portions of my sympathy, however finelier or wideher I 
may extend its action. I desire to be able, with a 
quickened eye-sight, to descry beauty in corruption 
where others see foulness only,—but I hope t shall also 
continue to see a redoubled beauty in the higher forms of 
matter, where already every body sees no foulness at all. 
I must retain, too, my old power of selection, and choice 
of appropriation, to apply to such new gifts , . . else they 
only daz/,lc instead of enlightening me. Cxod has his 
Archangels and consorts with them—iho’ he made too, 
and intimately sees what is good in, the worm. Observe, 
1 speak only as you profess to think and so ought to 
speak—I do justice to your ow'ii principles, that is all I 
CA, But you very well know that the two parties do, 
on occasion, assume each other’s characteristics: what 
more disgusting, for instance, than to sec how promptly 
this newly emancipated slave will adopt, in his own fe.vour, 
the very measures of precaution, which pressed sorelie&t 
on himself as institutions of the tyranny he has just 
escaped from.—Do the classes, hitherto without opinion, 
get-leave to express it? there is confederacy imme- 
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diatcly, from which—exercise your i^*_dividual right and 
dissent, and woe be to you ! 

Ol’nt, And a journey over the sea to you !—That is the 
generous way Say—emanLipalcd slaves, the first excess, 
and off I go ! The first time a poor devil, who has been 
bastinadoed st( idily his whole liic long, finds himself let 
alone and able to legislate, so begins pettishly, while he 
rubs his soles, “Woe be to whoever brings anything in 
the shape of a slick this way,”-;—you, rather than give up 
the very innocent pleasure of carrying one to switch ‘flies 
with,—you, go away to everybody’s sorrow ! Yet you 
were quite reconciled to slaying at home while the 
governors used to pass, every now and then, some such 
edict as “ Let no man indulge in owning a stick which is 
not thick enough to chastise our slaves, if need require.” 
Well—there aie pre-ordained hierarchies among us, and 
a profane vulgar subjected to a different law altogether— 
yet I am rather sorry you should see it so clearly—for, do 
you know -./hat is to . . . all but save you at the Day of 
Judgment, all you Men of Genius ? It is this—that, while 
you generally began by pulling down God, and went on 
to the end of your life, in one effort at setting up your own 
Genius in Ins place,—still, the last, bitteitst concession 
wrung with the utmost unwillingness from the experience 
of the very loftiest of y(ni, wa= in\ariably -- would one think 
It?—that the rest of inanUincl, down to the lowest of the 
mass, stood not, nor ever could stand, just on a level and* 
equality with yourselves.—That will be a point in the 
%vour of all such, I hope and believe ' 

CA. Why, men ot genius are usually charged, I think, ' 
with doing just the reverse ; and at once acknowledging >> 
the natural inequality of mankind, by themselves par-' 
ticipating in the universal craving after, and deference 
to, the civil distinctions whicli represent it. You wonder 
they pay such undue respect to titles and badges of 
supendr rank ! 
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~Qgm\ Not I! i^vays on your own ground and show¬ 
ing, be it noted ijv Who doubts that, with a weapon to 
brandish, a man is the more formidable? Titles and 
badges are exercised as siiclt a weapon, to which you 
and I look up wistfully.—We could pin lions with it 
moreover, while in its present owner's hands it hardly 
prods rats. Nay, better than a mere weapon of easy 
mastery and obvious use, it is a mysterious divining rod 
that may serve you 'in undreamed-of ways.—Beauty, 
Strength, Intellect—men often have none of these and 
yet conceive pretty accurately what kind of advant^es 
they would bestow on the possessor.--You know at least 
what it is you maki‘ up your mind to forego, and so can 
apply the fittest substitule in your power; wanting 
Beauty, you cultivate Good ITurnoiir, missing Wit, you 
get Riches; but the mystic unimaginable operation of 
that gold collar and string of Latin names which 
suddenly turned poor stupid little peevish Cecco of our 
town into natural Lord of the best of us—a Duke, he is 
now ! tliere indeed is a Virtue to be reverenced ! 

Ch. Ay, by the vulgar—not by Messere Stialta the 

E oet, who pays more assiduous court to him than any 
ody. 

Ognt. What else should Stiatta jiay court to? He 
has talent, not honour and riches—men naturally covet 
what they have not. 

‘CA. No—or Cecco would covet talent, whicli he has 
not, where.is he covets more nclies, of which lie has 
plenty already. 

Ogtii. Because a piiisc added to a purse malces the 
holder twice as rich—but ju^t such another talent as 
'Stiatta’s, added to what he now possesses, what would 
that profit him? Give the t.dent a purse indeed, to do 
something with ! But lo, liow we keep the good people 
waiting. I only desired lo do justice to the noble senti¬ 
ments which animate you, and which you are tof modest 
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to duly enforce. Come, to our mailt.business: shall we 
ascend the steps? 1 am going t^'ptoposc you for 
Provost to the people; they know your antecedents^ and 
will accept you with a joyful unanimity: whereon I con-*' 
firm their cnoice. Rouse up! you are nerving yourself 
to an effort ? Beware the disaster of Messere Stiatta we 
were talking o —who determining to keep an equal mind 
and constant face on wliatever might be the fortune of 
his last new poem with our townsmen,—heard too plainly 
“hiss, hiss, hiss,” increase every moment, till at last 
the^ man fell senseless—not perceiving that the por¬ 
tentous sounds had all ihe while been issuing from 
between his own nobly clenched teeth, and nostrils 
narrowed by resolve ! 

CA. Do you begin to throw off the mask ? to jest with 
me, having got me effectually into your trap? 

Where is the trap, my friend ? You hear what 
I engage to do, for my part—you, for yours, have only 
to fulfil your promise made just now within doors, of 
professing Unlimited obedience to Rome’s authority in 
my person—and I shall authorise no more than the 
simple re-establishment of the Provostship and the con¬ 
ferment of its privileges upon yourself—the only novel 
stipulation being a birth of the peculiar circumstances of 
the time. 

Ck, And that stipulation ? 

Qgni. Oh, the obvious one—that in the event of the 
discovery of the .actual assailant of the late Provost . . . 

CA. *Ha r 

Why, he shall suffer the proper penalty, of 
course; what did you expect ? 

Who heard of this ? 

Qfffii, Rather, who needed to hear of this ? 

CA* Can it be, the popular rumour never reached 
you ... 

more such rumours teach me, friend, 
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lhan 1 choose to ro^ivc : those which wait longest have 
best (;hancc—hasfthe picseiit one sufficiently waited? 
Now is its time for entry with effect. See the good 
people crowding about yonder palace-steps—which we 
may not have to ascend after all!—my good Ihends— 
(nay, two or three of you will answer every purpose)— 
who was It fell upon and proved nearly the death of your 
late Provost?—his successor desires to hear, that his 
day of inauguration may be graced by the act of prompt, 
bare justice we all anticipate ? Y?ho dealt the blow that 
night, does anybody know ? 

Luitolfo, ]^connng foi-wani.^ I ’ 

AIL Luitolfo ! 

Luit. 1 avow the tlcod, justify and approve it, and 
stand forth now, to lelicve my friend of an unearned 
responsibility.—Having taken thought, I am grown 
stronger—I shall shrink fioiii notlnng that awaits me. 
Nay, Chiappino—wo arc friends still—I dare say there 
is some proof of your superior nature in this starting 
aside, strange as it seems at first. So, they flsU me, my 
horse is of the right stock, because a shadow in the path 
frightens him into a frenzy, makes him dash my brains 
out. I understand only the dull mule’s way of standing 
stockishly, plodding soberly, suffering on occasion a blow 
or two with due patience. 

Eu, I was determined to justify my choice, Chiappino ; 
to let Luitolfo's nature vindicate itself. Henceforth wc 
are undivided, whatever be our fortune. 

Ogni. Now, in these last ten minutes of silence, what 
have I been doing, deem you ? Putting the finishing 
stroke to a homily of mine, I have long taken thought 
to perfect, on the text “ Let whoso Ihiiiketh he standeth, 
take heed lest he fall.” To your house, Luitolfo !—Still 
silent, my patriotic friend? Well, that is a good sign, 
however! And you will go aside for a time ? That is 
better still. 1 understand—it would be easy for you to 
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die of remorse here on the spot, aV 3 shock us all, *but 
you will live and grow worthy of coiSng back to jis one 
day. There, I will tell every body; and you only do 
right to believe you will get better as you gel older ! All 
men do so, - they are worst m childhood, improve in 
manhood, anil get ready in old age for another world. 
Youth, with it'. Beauty and Grace, w'oiild seem bestowed 
on us for some such reason as to make us partly en¬ 
durable till we have time for really becoming so of 
ourselves, without their aid, when they leave us. The 
sweetest child wc all smile on for his pleasant want of 
the whole world to break up, or suck in, his mouth, 
seeing no other good in it—would be rudely handled by 
that world's inhabitants, if he lotained those angelic 
infantine desires when he has grown six feet high, black 
and bearded: but, little by little, he secs fit to forego 
claim after claim on the world, puts up with a less and 
less share of its good as his proper portion,—and when 
the octogenarian asks barely a sup of gruel and a fire of 
dry sticks, &nd thanks you as for his full allowance and 
right in the common good of life,—hoping nobody may 
murder him,—he who began by asking and expecting 
the whole of us to bow down in w'orship to him,—why, 
I say he is advanced, far onward, very iar, nearly out of 
sight like our friend Chiappino yonder ! And now—(Ay, 
good bye to you ! lie turns lound the Nort’i-'vest gale— 
going to Lugo again ? Good b^e !)—And now mve thanks 
to Go(J» the keys of the Provost's Palace to me, and 
yourselves to profitable meditation at home. I have 
know'n Aw'-and-twenty Icadeis of revolts!— 
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CIIRISTMAS-KVE. 


I. 

Out of the Hi tie cliajx-l T burst 
Into the fresh night air again, 

I had waited a good five niinules ill'll 

In the doorway, to escape the rain 

That drove in gusts down the common’s centre. 

At the edge ol wliicli the chajiel stands, 

liefore I plucked up heart to enter : ^ 

*I leaven knows how many sorts of hands 
Reached past me, groping for the latch 
Of the inner door that hung on catch. 

More obstinate the more they fumbled, 

'Ull, giving way at Iasi w itli a scold 
Of the crazy hinge, in stjueered or tumbled 
One sheep more to the rest in fold, 

And left me irresolute, standing sentry 
In the sheepfold’s lath-and-plaster eniiy, 

Four feet long by two feet wide. 

Partitioned off from the vast inside — 

I blocked up half of it at least. 

No remedy ; the rain kept driviii<^ : 

They eyed me much as some wild bea'^i, 

That congregation, still arriving. 

Some of tliem by the main road, white 

A long way past me into the night, 

297 
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Skirting the common, then diver^g; 

Not a few suddenly emerging ” 

From the common’s self thro’ the paling—gaps,— 

—They house in the gravel-pits perhaps, 

Wliere the road stops short with its safeguard border 
Of lamps as tired oi such disorder;— 

But the most turned in yet more abruptly 
P'rom a certain squalid knot of alleys, 

Where the town’s bad blood once slept corruptly, 
Which now the little chapel rallies 
And leads into day again,—its priestliness 
T-fCnding itself to hide their beastliness 
So cleverly (thanks in part to the mason), 

And putting so cheery a whitewashed face on 
Those neojjhytes ttio mucli in lack of it. 

That, where you cross the common as I did, 

And meet the party thus presided. 

Mount Zion,*’ with Love-lane at the back of it, 

They f(ont you as little disconcerted, 

As, bound for the hills, her fate averted 
And her wicked people made to mind him, 

Lot might have marched with (iomoirah behind him. 

II. 

Well, from the road, the lanes or the common. 

In came the flock : the fat weary wohif , 

Panting and bewildered, clown-clapping 
Her umbrella with a mighty report, 

Grounded it by me, wry and flajiping, 

A wreck of whalebones ; then, with a snort, 

Like a startled horse, at the interloper 
Who humbly knew himself improper, 

But could not shrink up small enough, 

Round to the door, and in,—the gruff 
Hinge’s invariable scold 
Making your very blood run cold. 
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Prompt in the wa^ of her, up-pattered 
On broken clogs, The many-tattered 
Little old-faced, peaking sister-turned-mother 
Of the sickly babe she tried to smother 
Somehow up, with its spotted face, 

From the cold, on her breast, the one warm place ; 

She too must stop, wring the poor suds dry 
Of a draggled shawl, and add thereby 
Her tribute to the door-mat, sopping 
Already from my own clothes’ dropping, 

Which yet she seemed to grudge I should stand on ; 
Then stooping down to take oil her pattens. 

She bore them defiantly, in each hand one, 

Planted together before her breast 
And its babe, as good as a lance in rest. 

Close on her heels, the dingy satins 
Of a female something, past me flitted, 

With lips as much too white, as a streak 
Lay far too red on eacli hollow check ; • 

And it seemed the very door-hinge pitied 
All that was left of a woman once, 

Holding at least its tongue for the nonce. 

Then a tall yellow man, like the Penitent Thief, 

With his jaw bound up in a handkerchief. 

And eyelids screwed together tight, 

Led himself in by some inner light. 

And, except from him, from each that entered, 

I had the same interrogation— 

** What, you, the alien, you have ventured 
“ To^take with us, elect, your station ^ 

“ A carer for none of it, a Gallio ? ”— 

Thus, plain as print, I read the glance 
At a common prey, in each countenance, 

As of huntsman giving his hounds the tallyho : 

And, when the door’s cry drowned their wonderi 

The draught, it always sent in shutting, 
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IVIade the flame of* the single talloVfc candle 
In the cracked square lanthorn 1 stck)d under, 

Shoot its blue lip at me, rebutting, 

As it were, the luckless cause of scandal : 

1 verily thought the zealous light 
(In the chaijel’s secret, too !) lor spite, 

Would shudder itself clean ofi the wick, 

With the airs of a St. John’s Candlestick. 

There was no standing it much longer. 

* “ Good folks,” said I, as resolve grew stronger, 

“ This way you perform the Grand-Inquisitor, 

“ When the weather sends you a chance visitor? 

“ You are the men, and wisdom shall die with you, 

“ And none of the old Seven Churches vie with you ! 

“ But still, despite the pretty perfection 
" To which you carry your trick of exclusiveness, 

“ And, taking Cod’s ivord under wise protection, 

“ Correct its tendency to diffusiveness, 

“ Biddii^g one reach it over hot ploughshares,— 

“ Still, as I say, though you’ve found salvation, 

It I should choose to ciy —as now—‘ Shares ! ‘— 

** See if the best of you bars me my ration ! 

“ Because I prefer for my expounder 
“ Of the laws of the fea.sl, the feast’s own Founder : 

' ‘ Mine’s the same right with your poorest and sickliest, * 
“ Supposing I don the marnage-vestimeh.; 

“ So, shut your mouth, and open your Testament, 

“ And carve me iny portion at your quickliest! ” 

Accordingly, us a shoemaker’s lad 

With wizened face in want of soap, * 

And wet apron wound round his want like a rope, 

After stopping outside, for his cough w^as bad, 

To get the fit over, poor gentle creature, 

And so avoid disturbing tlie preacher, 

Passed in, I sent my elbow spikewise 
At the shutting door, and entered likewise,— 
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Received the hingejs-’accustomed greeting, 

Crossed the threshcwl’s magic penliicle, 

And found myself in full conventicle, 

—To wit, in Zion Chapel Meeting, 

On the Christmas-Eve of ’Forty-nine, 

Which, calling its flock to their special clover, 

Found them assembled and one sheep o^ cr, 

Whose lot, as the weather pleased, was mine. 

Ill, 

I very soon had enough of it. 

The hot smell and the human noises. 

And my neighbour’s coat, the greasy cuHT of it. 

Were a pcbblo-slone that a child’s hand poises, 

Compared with the pig-of-load-like pressure ♦ 

Of the preaching-man’s immense stupidity. 

As lie poured his doctrine forth, full measure, 

To meet his audience’s avidity. 

You needed not the wit of tlie Sybil 
To guess tlie cause of it all, in a twinkling— 

No sooner had our friend an inkling 
Of treasure hid in the Holy Bible, 

(Whenever it was the thought first struck him 
How DeatJi, at unawares, might duck him 
• Deeper than the grave, and quench 
The gin-shop’s light in Ilell’s grim drench). 

Than he handled it so, in fine irreverence, 

As to hug the Book of books to pieces: 

And, a patchwork of chapters and texts in severance, 

Not improved by the private dog’s-ears and creases, 
Having clothed his Own soul with, he’d fain see equipt 
yours,— 

So tossed you again your Holy Scriptures. 

And you picked them up, in a sense, no doubt: 

Nay, had but a single face of my neighbours 
Appeared to suspect that the preacher’s labours '« 
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Were help which the world coul^^l^ saved without) 
’Tis odds but I had borne in quie? 

A qualm or two at my spiritual diet; 

Or, who can tell ? had even mustered 
Somewhat to urge in behalf of the i^ernion : 

But the ll 3ck sale on, divinely flustered, 

Sniffing, methought, iLs dew of Hermon 
With such content m every snuillc, 

As the dc\il inside us loves to rullk*. 

My old fat woman purred with pleasure. 

And thumb round thumb went twirling faster. 

While she, to his periods, keeping measure, 
Maternally devoured the pastor. 

The man with the handkerchief, untied it, 

Showed us a horrible wen inside it, 

Gave his eyelids yet another screwing, 

And rocked himself as the W'oiiian was doing. 

The shoemaker’s lad, discreetly choking, 

Kept down his cough. ’Twas too provoking ' 

My gorge rose at the nonsense and stud of it. 

And saying, like Eve when she plucked the apple, 
“I wanted a tai»tc, and now there’s enough of it, ’ 

I flung out of the little cliapci. 

IV. 

Thcic was a lull in the nun, a lull 
In the W'lnd loo ; the moo.i was risen. 

And would have shone out pure and full, 

But for the ramparted cloud-pnsiin, 

Block on block built up in the west. 

For what purpose the wind knows best. 

Who changes his mind continually. 

And the empty other half of the sky 
Seemed in its silence as if it knew 
What, any moment, might look ilirougli 
A chance-gap in that fortress massy :— 
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Through its hssures^'ou got hints 
Of the flying moon^y the shifting lints, 

Now, a dull lion-rolour, now, brassy 
Burning to yellow, and whitest yellow, 

Like furnace-smoke just ere the flames bellow. 

All a-simmer with intense strain 
To let her through,—then blank again, 

At the hope of her appearance failing. 

Just by the chapel, a break in the railing 
Shows a narrow path directly aci<jss ; 

*Tis ever dry walking there, on the inoss — 

Besides, you go gently all the way uphill 
I stooped under and soon felt better : 

My head grew light, my limbs more supple, 

As I walked on, glad to have slipt the feltei ; 

My mind was full of the scene 1 had left, 

That placid flock, that pastor vociferant, 

—How this outside was pure and different * 

The sermon, now—what a mingled weft 
Of good and ill! were either less. 

Its fellow had coloured the whole distincil) ; 

But alas for the excellent earnestness, 

And the truths, quite true if stated succinctly, 

But as surely false, m ihcir quaint presentment, 
•However to pastor and flock’s contentment ! 

Say rather, such truths looked false to your eyes, 

With his piovings and parallels twusted and twined, 

Till how could you know them, grown double their uze, 
In the natural fog of the good mau’^ mind ^ 

Like yonder sjxits of our roadside lamps, 

Haloed about with the common’s damps. 

Truth remains true, the fault’s in the prover ; 

The zeal was good, and the aspiration ; 

And yet, and yet, yet, fifty times over, 

Pharaoh received no demonstration 
By his Baker’s dream of Baskets Three, 
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Of the doctrine of the Trinity,— 

Although, as our preacher thus en^cllished it, 
Apparently his hearers relished it 
Wth so unfeigned a gust—who knows \i 
They did not prefer our friend to Josepli ? 

But so it everywhere, one way with all of them ! 
These people have really felt, no doulit, 

A something, the motion they style the Call of them ; 
And this is their method ot bringing about, 

By a mechanism of words and tones, 

(So many texts in so many groans) 

A sort or reviving or reprodiiring, 

More or less perJectly, (who can tell?—) 

Of the mood itself, that strengthens by using ; 

And how it happens, I understand well. 

A tune was born in my head last week, 

Out of the thump-thump and shriek-shiiek 

Of the train, as I came by it, up from Manchester; 

And w]pcn, next week, 1 take it back again, 

My head will sing to the engine’s clack again, 

While it only makes iny neighbour’s haunches slii, 

—Finding no dormant musical sprout 
In him, as in me, to be jolted out, 

’Tis the taught already that profit by teaching ; 

He gets no moic from the nulw«iy’s preaching. 

Than, from this preacher who does the r. il’s ofiTice, I, 
Whom therefore the flock casts a jealous eye on. 

Still, why paint over Ihcir door “ Mount Zion,” 

To which all flesh shall come, saith the prophecy? 

V. 

Bu.t wherefore be harsh on a single case ? 

AAer how many modes, this Christmas-Eve, 

Does the selfsame weary thing take place ? 

The same endeavour to make you believe, 

And much with the same effect, no more : 
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*Each methot] aljiindantly convincing, 

As 1 .Siiy, to tltfse convinced before, 

But scarce to be swallowed wilhtmL wincing, 

By the not-as-yet-convinced. I'or me, 

I have my own church cciuaily. 

And in this church my faith spiaiig firsi ! 

(I said, ns I reached the rising ground. 

And the wind began again, with a burst 
Of ram in my face, and a glad rebound 
From the heart beneath, as if, God speeding me, 

I entered His church-door, Nature leading me) 

—In youth I looked to these very skies, 

And probing their immensities, 

I found God there, Ills visible power ; 

Yet felt in my heart, amid all its sense 

Of that |x>wer, an ecpial evidence 

That His love, there too, was the nobler dower. 

For the loving worm witlim us clod, 

Were diviner than a loveless god 
Amni his worlds, I will dare to say. 

Vou know what I mean : God’s all, man’s nought; 

But also, God, w'hosc pleasure broiigljt 

Man into being, stands away 

As It wore, an luindbicadth off, to give 

Room for the newly-made to live, 

And look at PJim from a place .ipail, 

And use Ilis gifts of biain and heart. 

Given, indeed, but to keep for ever. 

Who speaks of man, Ihen, must not sever 
Man’s very elements from man, 

Saying, “ But all is God’s”—whose plan 
Was to create man and then leave him 
Able, His own wmrd sailh, to grieve Him, 

But able to glorify Him too, 

As a mere machine could never do, 

Tliat prayed or praised, all unaware 

21 
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Of its fitness for aught but prsipe and prayer. 
Made perfect as a diing of com-se. 

Man, therefore, stands on his own stock 
Of love and power as a pin-point rock, 

And looking to God who oidiincd divorce 
Of ihf rock from Ills boundless continent, 

Sees :n His Power made evident. 

Only excess by a million fold 

O’er the power God gave man in the mould. 

For, see : Man’s hand, first formed to carry 
A few pounds’ weight, when taught to many 
Its strength nith an engine’s, lifts a mountain, 

—Advancing in power by one degree ; 

And why count steps through eteriiily? 

But Love is the ever springing fountain : 

Man may enlarge or narrow his bed 
For the water's play, but the water head— 

How can he multiply or reduce it ? 

A^ easy create it, as cause it to cease : 

He may profit by it, or abuse it; 

But ’tis not a thing to bear increase 
As power will: be love less or more 
In the heart of man, he keeps it shut 
Or opes it wide as he pleast s. but 
Love’s sum remains what it was bcloie. 

So, gazing up, in my youth, at e 
As seen through power, ever above 
All modes which make it ihanifest, 

My soul brought all to a single test>~ 

' That He, the Eternal First and LasI, 

Who, in His power, had so 5urp<issed 
All man conceives of what is might,— 

Whose wdsdom, too, showed infinite, 

—Would prove as infinitely good ; 

Would never, my soul understood, 

With power to work all love desires, 
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Bestow e’en le^ than man requires; 

That He who cSdlessly was teaching, 

Above my spirit’s utmost reaching, 

What love can do in the leaf or slonc, 

(So that to master this alone, 

This done in the stone or leaf for me, 

1 must go on learning endlessly) 

Would never need that I, in turn, 

Should point him out a defect unheeded, 

And show that God had yet to learn 
What the meanest human creature needed,— 

—Not life, to wit, for a few short years, 

Tracking His way through doubts and lims, 

While the stupid earth on which I stay 
Suffers no change, but passive adds 
Its myriad years to myriads, 

Though I, He gave it to, decay. 

Seeing death come and ciioose about me, 

And my dearest ones depart without me. • 

No ! love which, on earth, amid all the shows of it, 
Has ever been seen the sole good of life in it. 

The love, ever growing Iheie, spite of the strife in it. 
Shall arise, made perfect, from death’s icpose of it! 
And I shall behold Thee, face to face, 

O God, and in Thy light letrace 
How in all I loved here, still wast Thou ! 

Whom pressing to, then, as I fain would now, 

1 shall find as able to satiate 

The love, Thy gift, as my spirit’s wonder 

Thou art able to quicken and sublimate, 

With this sky of Thine, that I now walk under. 

And glory in Thee as thus I gaze, 

—Thus, thus ! oh, let men keep their wa)s 
Of seeking Thee in a narrow shrine— 

Be this my way ! And this is mine ! 
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VI. L 

For lo, wheal think you? suddenly 
The rain and the wind ceased, and the sky 
Received at once the full fruition 
Of lii<' moon’s consummate apparition. 

The black cloud-barricade was rfven, 

Ruined beneath her feet, and driven 

Deep in the west; while, bare and breathless, 

North and south and cast lay ready 

For a glorious Thing, that, dauntless, deathle*ss, 

Sprang across them, and stood steady. 

*Twas a moon-rainbow, vast and perfect, 

From heaven to heaven extending, jicrfect 
As the mother-moon's self, full in face. 

It rose, distinctly at the base 

With its seven proper colours chorded, 

Which still, m the rising, were compressed, 
U/itil at last they coalesced. 

And supreme the spectral creature loided 
In a triumph of whitest white,— 

Above which intervened the night. 

But above night too, like the next, 

The second of a wondrous snjiiencr, 

Reaching in rare and rarer frequence, 

Till the heaven of heavens be circii; ilcxf, 
Another rainbow rose, a mightier. 

Fainter, flushier, and flightier,— 

Rapture dying along its verge ! 

Oh, whose foot shall I see emerge. 

Whose, from the straining topmost dark. 

On to the keystone of that arc ? 

VII. 

This sight was shown me, there and then,— 

Me, one out of a world of men, 
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Singled f<gth, as the chance might hap 
To another, if in a thunderclap 
Where I heard noise, and you saw flame, 

Some one man knew God called his name. 

For me, I think I said, “Appear ! 

“ Good were it to be ever heie, 

“ If Thou wilt, let me build to Thee 
“ Servicc-labernacles Three, 

“Where, for ever in Thy presence, 

“ In extatic acquiescence, 

“ Far alike from thriftless learning 
“ And ignorance’s undiscerning, 

“ I may worship and remain ' 

Thus, at the show above me, ga/ing 
With upturned eyes, I felt my brain 
Glutted with the glory, blaring 
Throughout its whole mass, over and under, 
Until at length it biirht asunder, 

And out of it bodily there streamed 
The too-much glory, as it seemed, 

Passing from out me to the ground, 

Then palely serpentining round 
Into the dark with ma/y eiroi. 

All at once I looked up with terror. 

He was Ihcic. 

He Himself witli JIis human air, 

On the narrow pathway, just bcfoic : 

I saw the hack of Him, no more - 
He had left the chapel, then, as 1. 

I forgot all about the sky. 

No face : only the sight 

Of a sweepy Garment, vast and while, 

With a hem that I could recognise. 

I felt terror, no surprise : 
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My mind filled with the caHract, 

*At one bound, of the mighty fact. 

I remembered, lie did say 
Doubtless, that, to this world’s end. 

Where two or three should meet and pray, 

J le would be in the midst, their Friend : 
Certainly He was there with them. 

And my pulses leaped for joy 
Of the golden thought without alloy. 

That I saw His very Vesture’s hem. 

Then rushed the blood back, cold and clear 
With a fresh enhancing shiver of fear, 

And I hastened, cried out 'while I pressed 
'I'o the salvation of the Vest, 

“ 15iU not so, I^ord ! It cannot be 
“ That Thou, indeed, art leaving me— 

“ Me, that have despised Thy friends. 

“ Did my heart make no amends ? 
t“ Thou art the I^ve of God—above 
“Ills Power, didst hear me place His Love, 
“ And that was leaving the world for Thee 1 
“ Therefore Thou must not turn from me 
“ As if I had chosen the other part. 

“ Folly and pride o’ercauie my heart. 

‘ ‘ Our best is had, nor bears Thy test ; 

“ Still it should be our very be> 

** I thought It best that Thou, the Spirit, 

“ Be worshipped in spirit and in truth, 

“ And in beauty, as even we require it— 

“ Not in the forms burlesque, uncouth, 

“ I left but now, as scarcely fitted 
“ For Thee: I knew not what I pitied : 

“ But, all I felt there, right or wrong, 

* ‘ What Ls it to Thee, who curest sinning 7 
“ Am I not weak as Thou art strong? 

“ I have looked to Thee from the beginnings 
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** Straight up to Thee through all the world 
“ Which, Ike an idle scroll, lay furled 
“ To nothingness on either side : 

“ And since the time Thou wast descried, 

“ Spite of the weak heart, so have I 
“ laved ever, and so fain w'ould die, 

“ Living and dying, Thee before ! 

“ But if Thou led\cst nii*—” 


IX. 

T-,css or more, 

I suppose that I sjioke 

When,—ha\e mercy, Loid, i>n us ' 

The whole Face turned upon me full. 

And I spread myself Ijeneath it. 

As when the bleacher spreads, to seellic if 
In the cleansing sun, his wool,- - 
Steeps in the Hood of noontide \\hiteness 
Some defiled, discoloured web— 

So lay I, saturate with brightness. 

And when the flood appeared to ebb, 

Lo, I was walking, light and swift, 

With my senses settling fast and steadying. 
But my body caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the Vesture’s amplitude, still eddying 
On, just before me, still to be followed, 

As it carried me after with its motion : 

Wliat shall I say ?- -as a path were hoHowc(l 
And a man went weltering through the ocean, 
Sucked along in the flying wake 
Of the luminous water-snake. 

Darkness and cold were cloven, as ihiough 
I passed, upborne yet walking too. 

And I turned to myself at intervals,— 

So He said, and so it befals. 

God who registers the cup 
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“ Of mere cold water, for Hig sake 
To a disciple rendered up,^ 

“ Disdains not Ilis own thirst to slake 
* ‘ At the poorest love ivas ever oft’ered ; 

“ And because it was my heart I proffered, 
“With tiiie l{»vc trembling at the brim, 
“lie suffers i. ^ to follow Him 
“For ever, luy own Wiiy,—dLspensed 
“ From seeking to be influenced 
“ By all the less immediate ways 
“ That earth, in worships manifold, 
“Adopts to reach, by prayer and praise, 
“The (larinent’s hem, which, lo, 1 hold 


And so we clos^ed the world and stopped. 
l''i)r where am 1, in city or plain, 

SiiiLC I am ’ware of the woild again? 

And what is this that uses propped 
With pillars of prodigious girth? 

Is It really on the earth, 

This miraculous Dome of Gcxl ? 
l ias the angel’s mcasuring-rod 
Which numbeied cubits, gem from gem, 

’Twixt the gates of tfie New' Jerusalem, 

Meted it out,—and what ho meted, 

Have the sons of men coinpleicd? 

—Binding, ever as lie bade, 

Columns in this colonnade 
k With arms w'lde open In embrace 
The entry of the human lace 
To the breast ol . . . what is it, ) on building, 
Ablaze in fiont, all (ximt and gilding. 

With marble foi brick, and stones of price 
For garniture of the edifice ? 

Now I sec : it is no dream : 
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It stands ll^pre and it does not seem ; 

For ever, in pictures, thus it looks, 

And thus I have read of it in books, 

Often in England, leagues away, 

And wondered how those fountains pljy, 

Growing up eternally 

Each to a iniisual w.itei-tree, 

Whose blossoms drop, a glilleiing l)rM>n, 

Eofore my c>es, m the light of I lie moon, 

To the granite l.ivers underneath 
Liar and dreamer in your teeth ! 

I, the siTuicr that speak to you, 

Was in Rome this inghl, and stood, -uid klIC^^ 
Roth tins and more ' For see, fc'r sie, 

The dark is lent, mine t}e i-i het 
To pierce tlic niisi of (lie outer v ill, 

And I view inside, and .ill then, .ill, 

As the swarming hollow of ,i line, 

The whole Basilica alive ’ 

Men in the chancel, lindy, and nave, 

Men on llie pillars’ .iichiliave. 

Men on the statues, men on the lnnd>s 
With popes and kings in then poiphyr> wombs. 
All famishing in expectatimi 
Of the iimin-.T!tar’s consumnialinn. 

For see, for sec, the rapturous moment 
Appioacbes, and earth’s best endow inenl 
Blends willi heaven’s : the taper-tiros 
Pant up, the windin tebrazen spues 
Heave loftier yet the baldaciun ; 

The incense-gaspings, king kept in. 

Suspire in clouds ; the organ bhlant 
Holds his breatli and grovels latent, 

As if God’s hushing finger gra^d him, 

(Like Behemoth when He praised him) 

At the silver bell’s shrill tinkling, 
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Quick cold drops of terror spripkling 
On the sudden pavement strewed 
With faces of the multitude. 

Earth breaks up, time drops away, 

In flows heaven, with its new day 
Of endless life, when He who trod. 

Very Man and very God, 

This earth in weakness, shame and pain. 

Dying the death whose signs remain 
Up yonder on the accursed tree,— 

Shall come again, no more to be 
Of captivity the thrall. 

But the one God, all in nil. 

King of kings, and Lord ol lords. 

As ] lis servant John received the words, 

*' I died, and live for evermore 1” 

\r. 

Yql I was left outside the door. 

Why sate I there on the threshold-stone, 

Left till ^e returns, alone 

Save for the Garment’s extreme fold 

Abandoned still to bless my hold?— 

My reason, to my doubt, replied. 

As if a book were opened wide, 

And at a certain page I traced 
Every record undcfaced, 

Added by successive years, — 

The harvestings of truth’s si ray ears 
Singly gleaned, and in one sheaf 
Bound together for belief.. 

Yes, I said—that lie will go 
And sit with these in turn, I know. 

Their faith’s heart beats, though her head swims 
Too giddily to guide her limbs, 

Disabled by their palsy-stroke 
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From prq||ping me. Though Rome’s gross yok^ 
Drops off, no more to be endured. 

Her teaching is not so obscured 
By errors and perversities, 

That no truth shines athwart the lies : 

And He, whose eye detects a spark 

Even where, to man’s, the whole seems dark, 

May well see flame where each beholder 
Acknowledges the embers smoulder. 

But 1, a mere man, fear to quit 

The clue God gave me as most fit 

To guide my footsteps through life’s maze, 

Because Himself discerns all ways 
Open to reach Him : 1, a man 
He gave to mark where faith began 
To swerve aside, till from its summit 
Judgment drops her damning plummet, 
Pronouncing such a fatal space 
Departed from the Founder’s base : 

He will not bid me enter too, 

But rather sit, as now 1 do, 

Awaiting His return outside. 

—’Twas thus my reason straight replied, 

And joyously I turned, and pressed 
The Garment’s skirt upon my breast, 

Until, afresh its light suffusing me, 

My heart cried, | what has been abusing me 
That I should wait here lonely and coldly, 

Instead of rising, entering boldly, 

Baring truth’s face, and letting drift 
Her veils of lies as they choose to shift ? 

Do these men praise Him ? I will raise 
My voice up to their point of praise I 
I see the error; but above 
The scope of error, see the love.— 

Oh, love of those first Christian days ! 
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—Fanned so soon into a bJaaf % 

From the spark preserved by the trampled sect 
That the antkiue soveieign Intellect 
Which then sate ruling m the world, 

Li’ce a change in dreams, was hurled 
Fioiii the throne he reigned upon : 

—V<i 1 looked up, and he Avas gone ! 

Gone, his gloiy of the pen ! 

—Love, with Greece and Rome in ken, 

Bade her scribes ablior the trick 
Of poetry and rhetoric, 

And exult, with hearts set free, 

In lilessed ind^ccihly 

Scrawled, perchance, on some torn sheet, 
I^eaving Livy incomplete. 

Gone, his pride of sculptor, painter ! 

—Love, while able acquaint her 

With the thousand statues yet 
I’resh from chisel, pictures wet 
From brush, she saw on every side, 

Chose rather with an infant’s pride 
To frame those portents which impart 
Such unction to true Christian Art. 

Gone, Music too ’ The air was stirred 
By happy wings : Terpand*. '* s bird 
{That, when the cold came, fled away) 

Would tarry not the wintry day,— 

As niore-cndiinng sculpture must. 

Till a filthy saint rebuked the gust 
With which he chanced to get a sight ^ 

Of some dear naked Aphrodite 
He glanced a thought above the tne*^ of,' 

By breaking ;ieaIously her nose off. 

Love, surely, from that music’s lingeiing, 
Might have filched her organ-fingering, 

Nor chose rather to set prayings 
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To hog-grunts, praises to horse-neighings. 

Love was Ae startling thing, the new ; 

Love was the all-sufficient too ; 

' And seeing that, you see the rest. 

As a babe can find its mother’s breast 
As well in darkness as in light, 

Love shut our eyes, and all seemed right. 

True, the w'orld’s eyes are open nov\ : 

—Less need for me to disallow 

Some few that keep I^ove’s zone unlnickled, 

Peevish as ever to be suckled, 

Lulled by the same old baby-piattle 
With intermixture of the rattle, 

When she would have them cieep, stand .steady 
Upon their feet, or walk already, 

Not to spt.ik of trying to climb. 

I will be wise another time, 

And not desire a wall between us, 

When next I sec a church-roof cover 
So many species of one genus, 

All with foreheads bearing Lffver 
Written above the earnest eyes of them ; 

All with breasts that beat for beauty, 

Whether sublimed, to the surpiise of them, 

In noble daring, steadfast duty, 

The heioic in passion, or in action,— 

Or, lowered for the senses’ satisfactKjn, 

To the mere outside of human creatines, 

Mere ixirfect foiin and faultless fealmes. 

W’hat 1 with all Rome here, whence to le\y 
Such contributions to their appetite. 

With W'omcn and men in a gorgeous bevy. 

They take, as it were, a padlock, and clap it tight 
On their southern eyes, restrained from feeding 
On the glories of their ancient reading. 

On the beauties of their modern singing. 
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On the wonders of the builder’s brindng, 

On the majesties of Art around themf— 

And, all these loves, late struggling incessant, 

When faith has at last united and bound them. 

They offer up to God for a present I 

Why, I will, on the whole, be rather proud of it,— 

And, only I akin^ the act in reference 

To the other recipients who might have allowed of it, 

1 will rejoice that God had the preference ! 

Ml. 

So 1 summed up my new resolves ; 

Too much love there can never lie. 

And where the intellect devoh > 

Its function on love exclusively, 

I, as one who possesses both. 

Will accept the provision, nothing loth, 

—Will feast my love, then depart elsewhere, 

That my intellect may find its share. 

And ponder, O soul, the while thou dejxirtcst. 

And see thou applaud the great heart of the ailist. 
Who, examining the capabilities 
Of the block of marble he h.is to fashion 
Into a type of thought or passion,— 

Not always, using obvious facilities, 

Shapes it, as any artist can, 

Into a perfect symmetrical unn, 

Complete from head to foot lif the hfe-sizc, 

Suc}i as old Adam stood in his wile’s cyca,— 

But, now and then, bravely aspires to consumm.ate 
A Colossus by no means so easy to come at, 

And uses the whole of his block for the bust, 

Leaving the minds of the public to finish it. 

Since cut it ruefully short he must; 

On the face alone he expends his devotion ; 

He rather would mar than resolve to diminish it, 
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—Saying, “ ^plaud me for this grand notion 
Of what a iibc may be ! As for completing it 
In breast and body and limbs, do that^ yon ! 

All hail 1 1 lancy how, happily meeting it, 

A trunk and legs would perfect the statue, 

Could man carve so as to answer volilion. 

And how much nobler than petty ca\ils, 

A hope to find, in my spirit-travels, 

Some artist of another ambition. 

Who having a block to carve, no bigger, 

Has spent his power on the opposite quest, 

And believed to begin at the feet w.is host— 

For so may I set*, ere I dir, the whole figure ! 


XJII. 

No sooner said than out 111 tlie night ! 

And still as we swept through storm and night, 
My heart beat lighter and more light - 
And lo, as before, I w.is walking swift, 

With my senses settling fast and steadying,' 

]3ut my body caught up in the whirl and (Iiift 
Of the Vesture’s amplitude, still eddying 
On just before ine, still to be followed, 

As it carried me after with its motion, 

—^What shall I say?—as a path were hollowcrl, 
And a man went weltering through the ocean, 
Sucked along in the Hying wake 
Of the luminous w'atcr-snake. 


MV. 

Alone ' I am left alone once moie— 
(Save for the Gaiment’s extreme fold 
Abandoned still to bless my hold) 
Alone, beside the entrance-door 
Of a sort of temple,—perhaps a crdicge, 
—-Lake nothing I ever saw tiefoie 
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At home in England, to my knowledge. 

The tall, old, quaint, irregular ftjwn ! 

It may be . . tliough whick^ T can't affirm . . any 
Of the famous nuddle-age towns of (lermany ; 

And tins flight of stairs where I sit down, 

Is it Halle, Weimar, Cassel, or Trankforl, 

Or U‘ ttingen, that I have to thank for’l ? 

It may be Gottingen,—most likely. 

Through the open door I catch obliquel}' 

Glimpses of a lectiire-liall; 

And not a bad assembly neither— 

Ranged decent and symmetrical 
On benches, waiting what*s to see there ; 

Which, holding still by the Vesture’s hem, 

I also rcsol\ e to see with them, 

Cautious this time how I suffer to slip 
The chance of joining in fellowship 
With any that call themselves Ills friends, 

As these folks do, I have a notion. 

But hist—a buzzing and emotion ! 

All settle themselves, the while ascends 
By the creaking rail to the lecture-desk, 

Step by step, deliberate 

Because of his cranium’s over-freight. 

1 ‘hree parts sublime to one grotesqve, 

If I have proved an accurate guesser, 

The liawk-noscd, high-check-boned Professor. 

I felt at once as if thei e ran 

A shoot of love from mv heart to Ihc man— 

_ 

That sallow, virgin-minded, .studious 
Martyr to mild enthusiasm. 

As he uttered a kind of cough-prcliidious 
That woke my sympathetic spasm, 

(Beside some spitting that made me sorry) 

And stood, surveying his auditory 

With a wan pure ItmU, well nigh celestial,—' 
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—Those blue^yes bad survive<l so much t 
While, under the foot they could not smutch, 

Lrtjr all the fleshly and the l>esli<il. 

Over he bowed, and arranged his notes, 

Till the auditory’s clearing of throats 
Was done with, died into a silence ; 

And, when each glance was up\v<ird sent, 

Each bearded mouth composed intent, 

And a pin might be heard drop half a mile hence, — 
He pushed back higher his spectacles, 

Let the eyes stream out like lamps from cells. 

And giving his head of hair—a hake 
Of undressed tow, for color and quantity— 

One rapid and impatient shake, 

(As our own young England adjusts a jaunty tic 
When about to impart, on mature digestion, 

Some thrilling view of the surplice-question) 

—The Vrofcsior’s grave voice, sweet though hoarse, 
Broke into his Christmas-Eve's discourse. * 

XV. 

And he began it by observing 
How reason dictated tliat men 
Should rectify the natural swerving, 

By a reversion, now and then, 

To the well-heads of knowledge, few 
And far away, whence rolling grew 
The life-stieam wide whereat we drink. 

Commingled, as we needs must think, 

With waters alien to the source : 

To do which, aimed tins Eve’s discourse. 

Since, where could be a fitter time 
For tracing backward to its prime. 

This Christianity, this lake, 

This reservoir, whereat we slake, 

From one or other bank, our thirst? 

22 
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So he proposed inquiring first f 
Into the various sources whence 
This Myth of Christ is derivable ; 

Demanding from Ihe evidence, 

(Since plainly no such life was hvcalile) 

Hov’ these phenomena should class ? 

Whe. ner *twere best opine Christ was, 

Or never was at all, or whether 
lie was and was not, both together— 

It matters little for the name, 

So the Idea be left the same : 

Only, for practical purpose’ sake, 

*Twas obviously as well to take 
The popular story,—understanding 
How the ineptitude of the time, 

And the penman’s prejudice, expanding 
Fact into fable fit for the clime, 

Had, by slow and sure degrees, translated it 
Itxto this myth, this Individuum,— 

Which, when reason had strained and abated it 
Of foreign matter, gave, for residuum, 

A Man !—a right true man, however. 

Whose work was worthy a man’s endeavour I 
Work, that gave warrant almost sutHcient 
To his disciples, for rather believing 
lie was just omnipotent and omniscient, 

As it gives to us, for as frankly receiving 

His word, their tradition,—which, though it meant 

Something entirely different 

From all that those who only heard it, 

In their simplicity thought and averred it. 

Had yet a meaning quite as respectable : 

For, among other doctrines delectable, 

Wiis he not surely the first to insist on, 

The natural sovereignty of our race ?— 

Here the lecturer came to a pausing-place 
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And whil(^his cough, like a drouthy piston, 

Tried to dislodge the husk that grew to liini, 

I seized the occasion of bidding adieu to him. 

The Vesture still within my hand. 


XVI. 

I could interpret its command. 

This time He would not bid me enter 
The exhausted air-bell of tlio Critic. 
Truth’s* atmosphere may grow mepliilic 
When Papist struggles with Dissenter, 
Impregnating its pristine clarity, 

—(^ne, by his daily fare’s vulgarity, 

Its gust of broken meat and garlic ; 

—One, by his soul’s too-much presuming. 
To turn the frankincense’s fuming 
And vapours of the candle star like 
Into the cloud her wings she buoys on : 
And each, that sets the pure air secthinj^, 
Poisoning it for healthy breathing— 

But the Critic leaves no air to poison ; 
Pumps out by a ruthless ingenuity 
Atom by atom, and leaves you—vacuilj’. 
Thus much of Christ, does he reject ? 

And what retain ? Ills intellect ? 

Whiit IS it I must reverence duly ? 

Poor intellect for worship, truly. 

Which tells me simply what was told 
(If mere morality, bereft 
Of the God in Christ, be all that’s left) 
Elsewhere by voices manifold; 

With this advantage, that the stater 
Made nowise the important stumble 
Of adding, he, the sage and humble, 

Was also one with the Creator. 

You urge Christ’s followers’ simplicity : 
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But how docs shifting blame, evade it ? 

Have wisdom’s words no more fencity ? 

The stumbling-block, His speech—who laid it ? 
How comes it that for one found able, 

To silt the truth of it from fable, 

Million? believe it to the letter ? 

Christ’s goodness, then—does that fare better ? 
Strange goodness, which upon the score 
Of being goodness, the mere due 
Of man to fellow-man, much more 
To God,—should take another view 
Of its possessor’s privilege, 

And bid him rule his race • You pledge 
Your fealty to such rule ? What, all— 

From Heavenly John and Attic Paul, 

And that brave weather-battered I’eter 
Whose stout faith only stood completer 
For buffets, sinning to be pardoned, 

As tfae more his hands hauled nets, they haidened,— 
All, down to you, the man of men, 

Professing here at Gottingen, 

Compose Christ’s flock ! So you and I 
Are sheep of a good man ! and why ? 

The goodness,—how did lie acquire it ? 

Was It self-gained, did God inspire it ? 

Choose which ; then tell me, on whnt ground 
Should its possessor dare propound 
^ His claim to rise o’er us an inch ? 

Were goodness all some man’s invention. 

Who arbitrarily made mention 

What we should follow, and where flinch,— 

What qualities might take the style 
Of right and wrong,—and had such guessing 
Met with as general acquiescing 
As graced the Alphabet erewhile, 

When A got leave an Ox to be. 
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No Camd (quoth the Jews) like G,— 

For thus inventing thing and title 
Worship were that man’s fit requital. 

But if the common conscience must 
Be ultimately judges adjust 
Its apt name to each quality 
Already known,—I would decree 
Worship for such mere dcmonstiation 
And simple work of nomenclature, 

Only the day I praised, not Natiiio, 

But Harvey, for the circulation. 

I would praise such a Christ, with pride 
And joy, that he, as none beside, 

Had taught us how to keep the mind 
God gave him, as God gave his kind, 
Freer thiin they from fleshly taint ! 

I would call such a Christ our Saint, 

As I declare our Poet, hftn 

Whose insight makes all olhers dim : • 

A thousand poets pried at life, 

And only one amid the strife 
Rose to be Shakespeare ! Each shall take 
His crown, I’d say, for the world’s sake— 
Though some objected—“ Had we seen ■ 
“The heart and head of each, what screen 
“ Was broken there to give them light, 

“ Wlule in ourselves it shuts the sight, 

“ We should no more admire, perchance, 

“ That these found truth out at a glance, 

“ Than marvel how the bat discerns 
“ Some pitch-dark cavern’s fifty turns,- 
“ Led by a finer tact, a gift 
“ He beasts, which other birds must shift 
“ Without, and grope as best they can.” 
No, freely I would praise the man,— 

Nor one whit more, if he contended 
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c. 

That gift of his, from God, descended. 

Ah, friend, what gift of man’s does not ? 

No nearer Something, by a jot, 

Rise an infinity of Nothings 

Than one : take Euclid for your teacher: 

Distinguish kinds : do crownings, clothings, 

Mali that Creator which was creature ? 

Multiply gifts upon his head, 

And what, when all's done, shall be said 
But . . . the more gifted he, I ween ! 

That one’s made Christ, another, Pilate, 

And This might be all That has been,— 

So w'hat is there to frown or smile at ? 

What is left for us, save, in growth, 

Of soul, to rise up, far past both, 

From the gift looking to the Giver, 

And from the cistern to the River, 

And from the finite to Infinity, 

And from man’s dust to God’s divinity? 

\vi r. 

Take all in a word : the Truth in God’s breast 
Lies trace for trace upon ours impressed : 

Though lie is so bright and we so dim. 

We are made in Ilis image to witness Ilim ; 

And were no eye in us to tell, 

Instructed by no inner sense, 

The light of Heaven from the dark of Hell, 

That light would want its evidence,— 

Though Justice, Good and Truth were still 
Divme, if, by some demon’s will, 

Hatred and wrong had been proclaimed 
Law through the worlds, and Right misnamed^ 
No mere exposition of morality 
Made or in part or ^n totality. 

Should win you to give it worship, therefore i 
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And, if no better proof 3 ’ou will care for, 

—Whom do yftu count the worst man upon earth ? 
Be sure, he knows, in his conscience, moie 
Of what Right is,, than arrives at birth 
In the best man’s acts that we bow before : 

This last inows better—true ; but my fact is, 

*Tis one thing to know, and another to practise ; 

And thence I conclude that the real God-lunction 
Is to furnish a motive and injunction 
For practising what \\c know alica(l>. 

And such an injunction anrl such a motive 
As the God in Christ, do j'ou waive, and “heady 
High minded,” hang your tablet-votive 
Outside the fane on a finger-post ? 

Morality to the uttermost, 

Supreme in Christ as wc all confess. 

Why need we prove avouIcI avail no jot 
To make Him God, if God He weie not ^ 

What is the point where llimscif lays siicssj* 

Does the precept run “ Believe in Good, 

“ In Justice, Tiuth, now understood 

** For the first time ?”—or, “ Believe in Me, 

“Who lived anc^died, yet essentially 
“ Am Lord of Life ? ” Whoever can take 
The same to his heart and for mere loveS stikc 
Conceive of the love,—that man obtains 
A new truth; no conviction gains 
Of an old one only, made intense 
By a fresh appeal to his faded sense. 

XVIII. 

Can it be that Tie stay'i inside ? 

1^ the Vesture ]<^t me to commune with ? 

Could my soul find aught to sing in tune with 
Even at this lecture, if she tried ? 

Oh, let me at lowest sympathise 
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With the lurking drop of blood that lies 
In the desiccated brain’s white roo& 

Without a throb for Christ’s atlriliiites, 

As the Lecturer makes his special boast ! 

If love’s dead there, it has left a ghost. 

Admire we, how from heart to brain 
(Though t. > say so strike the doctors dumb) 

One instinc' rises and falls again, 

Restoring the equilibrium. 

'And how when the Critic had done his best, 

And the Pearl of Price, at reason’s test, 

Lay dust and ashes levigable 
On the Professor’s lecture-table ; 

When we looked for the inference and monition 
That our faith, reduced to such a condition, 

Be swept forthwith to its natural dust-hole,— 

He bids us, when we least expect it. 

Take back our faith,—if it be not just whole, 

Yet a pearl indeed, as his tests affect it, 

Whicn fact pays the damage done rcwardingly. 

So, prize wc our dust and ashes accordingly 1 
“ Go home and venerate the Myth 
“ I thus have experimented with-^r 
“This Man, continue to adore him 
“ Rather than all who went before him, 

“ And all who ever followed after !— 

Surely for this I may pmiae you, my brother ! 

Will you take the praise in tfars or laughter? 

Th%t’s one point gained : can 1 compass another 7 
Unlearned love was safe from spurning— 

Can’t we respect jour loveless learning? 

Let us at least give Learning honor ! 

What laurels had we showered ii[:pn her. 

Girding her loins up to perturb 
Our theory of the Middle Verb; 

Oi Turklike brandishing a scimciar 
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O’er anapaests in comic-trimcter ; 

Or curing ftie halt and maimed Iketides, 

Wliile we lounged on at our indebted c.isc * 
Instead of which, a tricksy demon 
Sets her at Titus or Diilemon ! 

When Ignorance wags his ears of leatlicr 
And hates God’s word, ’tis altogether ; 

Nor leaves he his congenial thistles 
To go and hrowze on Paul’s KpistKs. 

—And you, the audience, who niiglil ravage 
The world wide, enviably savage 
Nor heed the cry of the retriever, 

More than Herr Heme (befoie his fever),— 

I do not tell a lie so arrant 

As say my passion’s wings arc furled up, 

And, without the plainest Heavenly warrant, 

I were ready and glad to give this world up— 

But still, W’hen jou rub the brow meticulous, 

And ponder the profit of turning holy ^ 

If not for God’s, for your own sake solely, 

—God forbid I should find you ridiculous ! 

Deduce from this lecture all that eases you, 

Nay, call yourselves, if the calling pleases you, 
“Christians,”—.ibhor the Deist’s pravity,— 

Go on, you shall no more move my gravit)'. 

Than, when I see beys ride a>cockhorse 
I find it in my heart to embarrass them 
By hinting that their stick’s a mock hoise, 

And they really carry what they say carries them. 

XI 

So sate I talking with my mind. 

I did not long to leave the door 
And find a new church, as before, 

But rather was quiet and inclined 
To prolong and enjoy the gentle resting 
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From further tracking and trying and testing. 

This tolerance is a genial mood ! ** 

(Said I, and a little pause ensued). 

One trims the bark ’twixt shoal and shelf. 

And sees, each side, the good effects of it, 

A value fot religion’s self, 

A carelessness about the sects u[ it. 

Let me enjc y my own conviction, 

Not watch my neighbour’s faith with fretfulness, 
Still spying there some dereliction 
Of truth, perversity, forgetfulness 1 
Better a mild indinerentisni, 

To teach that all our failhs (though duller 
His shines through a dull spirit’s prism) 

Originally had one colour— 

Sending me on a pil grimage 

Through ancient and through modern times 

To many peoples, various climes, 

Wliere,! may see Saint, Savage, Sage 
P'use their respective creeds in one 
Before the general Father’s throne ! 

\x. 

. . . ’Twas the honible storm began afresh ! 

The blar.k night caught me in his mesh 
Whirled me up, and flung me prune. 

I was left on the college-step alone. 

I looked, and far there, ever fleeting 
Fat, far away, the receding gestuie. 

And looming of the lessening Vesture, 

Swept forward from my stupid hand, 

While I watched my foolish heart expand 
In the lazy glow of benevolence. 

O’er the various modes of man’s belief. 

I sprang up with fear’s vehemence. 

—Needs must there be one way, our chief 
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Best way of worship : let me strive 
To find iP, and when found, contrive 
My fellows also take their share. 

This constitutes my earthly care : 

God’s is above it and distinct! ' 

For I, a man, with men am linked, 

And not a brute with brutes ; no‘gain 
That I experience, must remain 
Unshared: but should my best endeavour 
To share it, fail —siibsistcth ever 
God’s care above, and I exult 
That God, by God’s own ways occult, 

May—doth, I will believe—bring back 
All wanderers to a single track ! 

Meantime, I can but testify 
God’s care for me—no mf)re, can I— 

It is but for myself I know. 

The world rolls witnessing around me 
Only to leave me as it found me ; 

Men cry there, but my ear is slow 
Their races flourish or decay 
—What bools it, while yon lucid way 
Loaded with stars, divides the vault ? 

How soon my soul repairs its fault 
When, sharpening senses hebetude. 

She turns on my own life ! So \iewed, 

No mere inole's-breadlh but teems immense 
With witncssings of providence : 

And woe to me if when I look 
Upon that record, the sole book 
Unsealed to me, I take no heed 
Of any warning that I read ! 

Have I been sure, this Christmas-Eve, 
God’s own hand did the rainbow weave, 
Whereby the truth from heaven slid 
tnto my soul ?—I cannot bid 
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The world admit He stopped to heal 
My soul, as if in a thunder-peal * 

Where one heard noise, and one saw flame, 

I only knew He named my name. 

And what is the world to me, for sorrow 
Or joy in its censures, when to-morrow 
It drop'v the remark, with just-turned head 
Then, on again—That man is dead ? 

Yes,—but for me—my name called,—drawn 
As a conscript’s lot from the lap’s black yawn, 

He has dipt into on a liattle-dawn : 

Bid out of life by a nod, a glance,— 

Stumbling, mute-mazed, at nature’s chance,— 
With a Kipid finger circled round. 

Fixed to the first jxior inch of ground, 

To fight from, where his foot was found; 

Whose ear but a minute since Uy free 
To the wide camp’s buzz and gossipry— 
Summoned, a solitary man, 

To end his life where his life began, 

From the safe glad rear, to the dreadful van ! 

Soul of mine, hadsl thou caught and held 
By the hem of the Vesture . . . 


XXI. 

And I caught 

At the flying Robe, and unrepellcd 
Was lapped again in its folds full-fraught 
' With warmth and wonder and delight, 

God’s mercy being infinite. 

And scarce had the words escaped my tongue, 
When, at a passionate bound, I sprung 
Out of the wandering world of ram, 

Into the little chapel again. 
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xxn. 

How else was I found there, bolt upright 
On my bench, as if I had never left it? 

—Never flung out on the common at night 
Nor met the storm and wcdge-like cleft it, 

Seen the raree-show of Peter’s successor, 

Or the laboratory of the Professor 1 
For the Vision, that was true, I wist. 

True as that heaven and earth exist. 

There sate my friend, the yellow and tall. 

With his neck and its wen in the selfsame place ; 
Yet my nearest neighbour’s cheek showed gall, 

She had slid away a contemptuous space ; 

And the old tat woman, late so placable, 

Eyed me with symptoms, hardly mistakeable, 

Of her milk of kindness turning rancifl; 

In short a spectator might have fancied 
That I had noddqd betrayed by a slumber,# 

Yet kept my seat, a warning ghastly, 

Through the heads of the sermon, nine in number, 
To wake up now at the tenth and lastly. 

Hut again, could suth a disgrace have happened ? 
Each friend at my elbow had surely nudged it ; 
And, as for the sermon, where did my nap end ■* 
Unless I heard it, could I have judged it? 

Could I report as 1 do at the close, 

First, the preacher speaks through his nose : 
Second, his gesture is too emphatic : 

Thirdly, to waive what’s pedagogic, 

The subject-matter itself lacks logic : 

^Fourthly, the English is ungrammatic. 

Great news ! the preacher is found no Pascal, 
Whom, if I pleased, 1 might to the task call 
Of making square to a flnitc eye < 

The circle of infinity, 
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And find so all-but-just'succeediq>'! 

Great news ! the sermon proves no reading 
Where bee-like in the flowers I may bury me. 

Like Taylor’s, the immortal Jeremy ! 

And now that I know the very worst of him, 

What was it I thought to obtain at first of him ? 

Ha ! Ts God mocked, as He asks? 

Shall 1 take on me to change His tasks, 

And dare, despatched to a river-head 
For a simple draught of the element, 

Neglect the thing for which He sent, 

And return with another thing instead ?— 

Saying . . . “ Ik-causc the water found 
“ Welling up from underground, 

“ Is mingled with the taints of earth, 

“ While Thou, I know, dost laugh at dearth, 

*' And couldest, at a word, convulse 
The world with the leap of its nver-pulse,— 

“ Therefore I turned from the oozings muddy, 

And bring thee a chalice 1 found, instead : 

“ See the brave veins in the breccia ruddy ! 

“ One would suppose that the marble bled. 

“ What matters the water ? A hope I have nursed, 
“ That the waterless cup will quench my thiist.” 

—Better have knelt at the pooiest stream ^ 

That trickles in pain from the straitest rift I 
For the less or the more is all God’s nftt 
Who blocks up or brea!;s wide the granite-seam. 
And here, is there water or not, to dntik ? 

I, then, in iterance and weakness. 

Taking God\ help, have attained to think 
My heart does best to receive in meekness * 
This mode of worship, as most to His mind, 

Where earthly aids being cast behind, 

His All in All appears serene, 

With the thinnest human v'eil between. 
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Letting the mystic Lamps, the Seven, 

The many motions of Tits spirit, 

Pass, as they list, to earth fnmi Heaven. 

For the preacher’s merit or dement. 

It were to be wished the flaws were fewer 
In the earthen vessel, holding treasure, 

Which lies as safe in a golden ewer ; 

, But the main thing is, does it hold good measiue? 
Heaven soon sets right all other matters '— 

Ask, else, these ruins of humanity, 

This flesh worn out to rags and tatters, 

This soul at struggle with insanity, 

Who thence take comfort, can I doubi, 

Which an empire gained, were a loss w'llhoiit. 

May it be mine ! And let us hope 
That no worse blessing befal the Pope, 

Turn’d sick at last of the day’s buffoonery. 

Of his posturings and his petticoatings. 

Beside the Bourbon bully’s gloatings ^ 

In the bloody orgies of drunk poltiooncry ! 

Nor may the Professor forego its peace 
At Gottingen, presently, when, in the dusk 
Of his life, if his cough, as I fear, should inciease, 
Prophesied of by that horrible husk ; 

Ancf when, thicker and thicker, the darkness fills 
The world through his misty spectacles, 

And he gropes for something more substantial 
Than a mhle, mytli, or personification, 

May Christ do for him, what no mere man shall, 

And stand confessed as the God of salvation I 
Meantime, in the still recuning fear 
Lest myself, at unawares, be found. 

While attacking the choice of my neighbours round, 
Without my own made—I choose here ! 

The giving out of the hymn reclaims me ; 

I have done !—And if any blames me, 
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Thinkin^ that merely to touch in bre\ ity 
The topics I dwell on, were unlawftil,— 

Or, worse, that I trench, with undue levity, 

On the bounds of the Holy and the awful, 

I praise the heart, and pity the head of him, 

And refer myself to Thel, instead of him ; 

Who he.id and heart alike discernest. 

Looking below light speech we utter, 

When the frothy spume and frequent sputter 
Prove that the sours depths boil in earnest I 
May the truth shine out, stand ever before us I 
I put up pencil and join chorus 
To Hepzibah Tune, without further apology, 

The last five verses of the third section 

Of the seventeenth hymn in Whitfield’s Collection, 

To conclude with the doxology. 

EASTER-DAY. 


1 . 

How very hard it is to be 
A Christian ! Hard for you and me, 
—Not the mere task of making real 
That duty up to its ideal, 

Effecting thus, complete and whole, 
A purpose of the human soul— 

Eor that is always hard to do ; 

But hard, I mean, for me and you 
To realise it, more or less, 

With even the moderate success 
Which commonly repays our strife 
To carry out the aims of life. 

“ This aim is greater,” you may say, 
“ And so more arduous every way.” 
—But the importance of the fruits 
Still proves to man, in all pursuits, 
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l^roportional encouragement. 

“ Then, wlmt if it be God*s intent * 

“That labour to this one result 
“ Shall «eem unduly difficult ? ” 

—Ah, that^s a question in the dark— 

And the sole thing that I remark 
Upon the difficulty, this; 

We do not see it where it 
At the beginning of the race : 

As we proceed, it shifts its place, 

And where we looked lor palms to fall. 

We find the tug’s to come,—that’s all. 


JL 

At first you say, “ The whole, or chief 
“ Of dit/iculties, is 1-JeJief. 

“ Could I belu-ve once thoroughly, 

“ The rest were simple. What ? Am I 
“ An idiot, do you think ? A beast ? 

“ Prove to me only that the least 
“ Command of God is Clod’s indeed, 

“ And what injuncnon shall 1 need > 
“To pay obedience? Death so nigli 
“ When Lime luiist end, eternity 
“Begin,—and cannot I compute^ 

“ Weigh loss and gam togetliei ? suit 
“ My actions to Ihe balance drawn, 

“ And give my body to be sawn 
“ Asunder, hacked in pieces, tied 
“To hoises, stoned, burned, crucified, 

“ lake any martyr of the list ? 

“ How gladly,—if I made acq^uist, 

“ Through the brief minutes* fierce annoy, 
“ Of God’s eternity of joy.” 


23 
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III. 

—^And certainly you name the poitit 
Whereon all turns: for could you joint 
Thi^ flexile finite life once tight * 

Into the fixed and infinite, 

You, safe inside, would spurn what’s out, 

With carelessnc' ■; enough, no doubt— 

Would spurn mere life : but where time brings 
To their next stage your reasonings. 

Your eyes, late wide, begin to wink 
Nor see the path so well, 1 think. 


You say, “ Faith may be, one agrees, 

“ A touchstone for God’s purposes, 

‘ ‘ Even as ourseb es conceive of them. 

Gould He acquit us or condemn 
“ For holding what no hand can loose, 

“ Injecting when we can’t but choose?* 

‘ ‘ As well award the victor's wreath 
“ To wljosoever should lake breath 
“ Duly each minute while he lived— 

“Grant Heaven, because a man contrived 
“ To see the sunlight every day 
“ He walked forth on the public ^vay. 

“ You must mix some uncertainty 
“ With faith, if you would have faith he,^ 
“Why, what but faith, do we abhor 
“And idolize each other for— 

—Faith in our evil, or our good, 

‘ * Which IS or is not understood 
“ Aright by those we love or those 
“ We hate, thence called our friends or foes ? 
“ Your mistress saw your spirit’s grace, 

“ When, turning from the ugly fece, 
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I found belief in it too hard; 

* And bofti of us have our reward. 

“ —^Vet here a doubt peeps : well for us 
“ Weak beings, to go using thus 
** A touchstone for our little ends, 

‘ * And try with faith the foes and friends; 

“ —But God, bethink you ! I would fain 
Conceive of the Cieator’s reign 
“As based upon exact er law^s 
“ Tlian creatures build \yy with applause. 

“ III all God’fr acts—(as Plato cries 
“ He doth)—He should gcometrise. 

“ 'WTience, I desiderate . ’ 


1 see! 

You w'ould glow smoothly as a tree, 

.Soar heavenward, slr.ughtly up hive fiie— 
God bless you—there’s your world cntite 
Needing no faith, if you think fit; 

Go there, walk up and down in it ' 

The whole creation travails, groans— 
Contrive your music (rom its moans. 
Without or let or hindrance, friend ! 
That’s an old story, and its end 
As old—^you come back (be sinceie) 

With eveiy question you put here 
(IFere where there once was, and is still. 
We think, a living oracle. 

Whose answers you stood carping at) 

This time flung liack unanswered flat,— 
Besides, perhaps, as many mure 
As those that drove you out before, 

Now added, where was little need ! 
Questions impossible, indeed, 

To us who sate still, all and each 
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Persuaded that our earth had speech 
Of God’s, writ down, no matter fi 
In cursive type or hieroglyph,— 
Which cnc fact frees u& from the yoke 
Of guessing"why lie never spoke. 

You come liack in no better plight 
Than whci* you left us,—am I right ? 


So the old process, I conclude, 

Goes on, the reason!ng’^ursued 
I’urther. You own, “’lis well averred, 
** A scientific faith’s absurd, 

—Frustrates the very end ’twas meant 
“ To serve : so I would rest content 
“ With a mere probability, 

But, probable ; the chance must lie 
“Clear on one side,—lie all in rough, 

“ So long as there is just enough 
“To pm niy faith to, though it hap 
“Only at points : from gap to gap 
“ One hangs up a huge curtain so, 

“ Grandly, nor seeks to have it go 
“ Foldloss and flat along the wall: 

“ —Wiat care I that some intervil 
“ Of life less plainly might depend 
“ On God ? I’d hang thee to ihe end; 

And thus I should not And it hard 
“ To be a Christian and debarred 
“From trailing on the earth, till furled 
Away by death !—Renounce the world ? 
“ Were that a mighty hardship ? Plan 
“ A pleasant life, and straight some man 
“ Beside you, with, if he thought fit, 
“Abundant means to compass it,, 

“ Shall turn deliberate aside 
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** To try Aid live as, if you tried 
“You clearly might, yet most despise. 

* ‘ One friend of mine wears out his eyes, 

“ Slighting the stupid joys of sense, 

“ In patient hope that, ten years hence, 

‘ ‘ Somewhat completer, he may see 
“His list of lepidopter(£: 

“ While just the other who most laughs 
“ At him, above all epitaphs 
“ Aspires to have his tomb describe 
“ Himself as Sole among the tribe 
** Of snuflFbox-fanciers, who possessed 
“*A Grignon with the Regent*s crest. 

“ So that, subduing as you want, 

“ W'hatcver stands predominant 

“ Ani'mg my earthly appetites 

“ For tastes, and smells, and sounds, and sights, 

“ I shall be doing that alone, ^ 

“ To gam a palm-branch and a throne, 

“ Which fifty people undertake 
“ To do, and gladly, for the sake 
“ Of giving a Semitic guess, 

“ Or playing pawns at blindfold chess.” 

vn. 

Good ! and the next thing is,—lofik round 
For evidence enough. ’Tis found, 

No doubt: as is your sort of mind, 

So is your sort of search—^you’ll find 
What you desire, and that*s to be 
A Christian : wliat says History ? 

How comforting a point it were 
To find some mummy-scrap declare 
There lived a Moses ! Better still, 

Prove Jonah’s whale translatable 
Into some quicksand of the seas. 
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Isle, cavern, rock, or what you {(lease, ' 

That Faith might clap her wings and crow 
From such an eminence ! Or, no— 

The Human Heart’s best; you prefer 
Making that prove the minister 
To truth , you probe its wants and needs 
And hopes and fears, then try what creeds 
Meet these most aptly,—resolute 
That Faith plucks such substantial fruit 
Wherever these two correspond, 

She little needs to look beyond. 

To puzzle out what Orpheus was. 

Or Dionysius Zagrias. 

You’ll find sufficient, as I say. 

To satisfy you either way. 

You wanted to believe ; your pains 

Are crowned—you do : and what remains ? 

I^nnounce the world !—Ah, were it done 

By merely cutting one by one 

Your limbs off, with your wise head last. 

How easy were it!—how soon past, 

If once in the believing mood ! 

Such is man’s usual gratitude, 

Such thanks to God do we return. 

For not exacting that we spurn 
A single gift of life, foret;o 
‘One real gain,—only tasie them so 
With gravity and temperance. 

That those mild virtues may enhance 
Such pleasures, rather than abstract— 

Last spice of which, will be the fact 
Of love discerned in every ^ift; 

While, when the scene of life shall shift:, 

And the gay heart be taught to ache, 

As sorrows and privations take 
The place of joy,—the thing that seems 
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I Mere misery, under human schemes, 

Becomes, regarded by the light 
Of Love, as very near, or quite 
As good a gift as joy before. 

So plain is it that all the more 
God’s dispensation’s merciful. 

More pettishly we try and cull 
Briars, thistles, from our private plot, 

To mar God’s ground where thorns are not! 


Do you say this, or I ?—Oh, you ! 

Then, what, my friend,—(so I pursue 
Our parley)—you indeed opine 
That the Eternal and Divine 
Did, eighteen centuries ago. 

In very truth . . . Enough ! you know 
The all-stupendous talc,—that Birth, 

That Life, that Death ! And all, the $arth 
Shuddered at,—all, the heavens grew black 
Rather than sec ; all, Nature’s rack 
And throe at dissolution’s brink 
Attested,—it took place, you think, 

Only to give our joys a rest, 

And prove our sorrows for the best ? 

We differ, then ! Were I, still pale 
And hearts!ruck at the dreadful tale. 
Waiting to hear God’s voice declare 
What horror followed for my share. 

As implicated in the deed. 

Apart from other sins,—concede 
That if He blacked out in a blot 
M[y brief life’s pleasantness, ’twere not 
So very disproportionate ! 

Or there might be another fate— 

I certainly could understand 
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I 

(If fancies were the thing in haivi) , 

How God might save, at that Day’s price, 

The impure in their impurities. 

Leave fuiraal licence and complete 
To chof'se the fair, and pick the sw'ect. 

But thcrr* be certain words, broad, plain. 

Uttered again and yet again, 

Hard to mistake, to ovei;gloss— 

Announcing this world’s gam for loss, 

And bidding us reject the same : 

The whole woild lieth (they proclaim) 

In wickedness,—come out of it !— 

Turn a deaf ear, if you think fit. 

But I who thrill through every nerve 
At thought of what deaf ears deserve,— 

How do you counsel in the case? 


'*d’d take, by all means, in your place, 

“ The safe side, since it so appears : 

** Deny myself, a few brief years, 

“ The natural pleasure, leave the fruit 
Or cut the plant up by the root. 
Kornember what a martyi said 
“ On the rude tablet overhead— 

“ ' I was born sickly, poor and ineaiij 
“ ‘ A slave : no misery ^.ould screen 
^ * The holders of the pearl of price 

*• From Caesar’s envy ; therefore twice 
** • I fought with beasts, and three limes saw 
‘ My children siifler by his law— 

“ ‘ At last my own release was earned : 

‘ I was some time in being burned, 

** * But at the close a Hand came through 
“ * The fire above my head, and drew 
** * My soul to Christ, whom now I see. 
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I 

‘ Serges, a brother, writes for me 
“ ‘ This testimony on the wall— 

“ ‘ F*or me, I have forgot it all.* 

You say right; this were not so hard 1 
“And since one nowise is debarred 
“ From this, why not escape some sins 
“ By such a method ?” 


—Then begins 

To the old point, revulsion new— 

(For '*tis just this, I bring you to) 

If after all we should mistake, 

And so renounce life for the sake 
Of death and nothing else ? You hc.T 
Our friends we jeered at, send the jeer 
Back to ourselves with good effect— 

‘ There were my beetles to collect! * 

‘ My box—a trifle, I confess, 

‘ But here I hold it, ne’crlheless ! * 

Poor idiots, (let us pluck up heart 
And answer) we, the liettcr part 
Ifave chosen, though *tHere only hope,— 
Nor envy moles like you that grope 
Amid your veritable muck, 

More than the grasshoppers would truck, 
For yours, their passionate life away. 

That spends itsclt in leaps all day 
To reach the sun, you want the eyes 
To see, as they the wings to rise 
And match the noble liearls of them 1 
So, the contemner we contemn,— 

And, when doubt strikes us, so, we ward 
Its stroke off, caught upon our guard, 

—Not struck enough to overturn 
Our faith, but shake it—make us learn 
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What I began with, and, I wis, 

End, having proved,—how hard it is 
To be a Christian ! 


XI. 

“ Proved, or not, 

Ilovvf. cr you wis, small thanks, I wot, 

“You get of mine, for taking pfiins 
“ To make it hard to me. Who gains 
“ By that, I wonder? Here I live 
“ In trusting ease ; and do you drive 
At causing me to lose what most 
“ Yourself would mourn for when ’twas lost ? ” 

XII. 

But, do you see, my friend, that thus 
You leave St. Paul for -/Eschylus ?— 

—Who made his Titan’s arch-device 
The* giving men blind hopes to spice 
The meal of life with, else devoured 
In bitter haste, while lo ! Death loured 
Before them at the platter’s edge ! 

If faith should be, as we allege. 

Quite other than a condiment 
To heighten flavors with, or meant 
(Like that brave curry of his Grace) 

To take at need the vic^uals’ place? 

* If having dined you would digest 
Besides, and turning to your rest 
Should And instead . . . 

Xlll. 

Now, you shall see 

And judge if a mere foppery 
Pricks on my speaking ! I resolve 
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\ To utte* . . . yes, it shall devolve 
On you to hear as solemn, strange 
And dread a thing as in the range 
Oi facts,—or fancies, if God will— 

K*er happened to our kind ! I still 
Stand in the cloud, and while it wraps 
My face, ought not to speak, perhaps ; 

Seeing that as I carry through 
My purpose, if liiy words in you 
Find veritable listeners, 

My story, reason’s self avers 

Must needs he false—the happy chance ! 

While, if each human countenance 
I meet m London streets all day, 
lie what I fear,—my warnings fray 
No one, and no one they convert, 

And no one helps me to assert 
flow hard it is to really be 
A Chn'>tian, and in vacancy 
I pour Ihib story ! 


XIV. 

I coiiunence 

By trying to inform you, whence 
It comes that every Kaster-night 
As now, I sit up, watch, till light 
Shall break, those chimney-stacks and roofs 
Give, through my window-pane, grey proofs 
That Easter-day is breaking slow. 

On such a night, three years ago, 

It chanced that I had cause to cross 
The common, where the chapel was, 

Our friend spoke of, the other day— 

You’ve not forgotten, I dare say. 

1 fell to musing of the time 
So close, the blessed matin-prime 
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All hearts leap'up at, in somor guise— ( 

One could not well do otherwise. 

Insensibly my thoughts were bent 
Toward the main point; I overwent 
Much the same ground of reasoning 
As you and I just now : one thing 
Renidined, however—one that tasked 
My soul to answer ; and I asked, 
h'airly and frankly, what might be 
That History, that Faith, to me— 

—Me there—not me, in some dom<iin 
Built up and peopled by my brain, 

Weighing its merits as one weighs 
Mere theories for blame or praise, 

—The Kingciall ol the Lucumons, 

Or Fourier’s srhcnie, its pros and cons,— 

But as my faith, or none at all. 

‘ How were my case, now, should I fall 

• Dead here, this minute—do I lie 

‘ Faithful or faithless ? ’—Note that I 
Inclined thus ever !—little prone 
I'or instance, when I slept alone 
In childhood, to go calm to sleep 
And leave a closet whore might keep 
Ills watch perdue some muidcrer 
Waiting till twelve o’clock to stir, 

As good, authentic It'gcnds tell 
He might—‘ But how impiobablc ! 

* How little likely to deserve 

‘ The pains and trial to the nerve 
' Of thrusting head into the dark,’— 

Urged my old nurse, and bade me mark 
Besides, that, should the dreadful scout 
Really he hid there, to leap out 
At first turn of the rusty key. 

It were small gain that she could see 
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being lulled upon the floor 
And losing one night’s sleep the more. 

I tell you, I would always burst 
The door ope, know my fate at first. — 

This time, indeed, the closet penned 
No such assassin : but a friend 
Rather, peeped out to guard me, fit 
For counsel. Common Sense, lo-wit, 

Who said a good deal that might pass,— 
Heartening, impartial too, it was, 

Judge else : ‘ For, soberly now,—who 
‘ Should be a Christian if not you ? ’ 

(Hear how he smoothed me down). ‘ One trikes 
^ ‘ A whole life, sees what course it makes 
‘ Mainly, and not by fits and starts— 

‘In spite of •itoppagc winch iinpails 
‘ Fresh value to the general speed : 

* A life, with none, would lly indeed : 

‘ Your progressing is slower—right 1 

* We deal with progressing, not Ihght. 

‘ Through ballhng senses passionate, 

‘ Fancies as restless,—with a freight 
‘ Of knowledge cumbersome enough 
‘To sink your ship when waves giow rough, 

‘ Not serve as ballast in the hold, 

‘ I find, ’mid dangers manifold, 

‘ The good bark answers to the helm 

* Where Faith sits, easier to o’erwhelm 

‘ Than some stout peasant’s heavenly guide, 

‘ Whose hard head could not, if it tiied, 

' Conceive a doubt, or understand 

* flow senses homier than his hand 

‘ Should ’tice the Christian off, his guard— 

* More happy 1 But shall we award 

‘ Cess honor to the hull, which, dogged 

* By storms, a mere wrecks waterlogged, 
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' Masts by the boat’d, and bulwarks gone, 

* And stanchions going, yet l)cars db,— 

* Than to mere life-boats, built to save, 

* And triumph o’er the breaking wave ? 

‘ Make perfect your good ship as these, 

‘ And V Wat were her performances ! ’ 

I added- Would the ship reached home ! 

‘ I wish indeed “ God's kingdom come—” 

* The (lay when I shall see appeal 
‘ His bidding, as my duly, clear 

‘ P'rom doubt! And it shall dawn, that day, 
‘ Some future season ; Easter may 
‘ Prove, not impossibly, the time— 

‘ Yes, that were striking—fates would chime 
‘ So aptly ' Plaster-niorn, to bring 
‘ The Judgment !—deeper in the Spring 
‘ Thiin now, however, when there's snow 
‘ Capping the lulls; for earth must show 
‘ .\1% signs of meaning to pursue 
‘ I ler tasks as she was wont to do— 

—The lark, as taken by surprise 

* As we ourselves, shall recognise 
‘ Sudden the end ; for suddenly 

‘ It comes—the dreadfulncss miisl be 
In that—all warrants the lielicf - 
“ At night It cometh like a thief.” 

1 fancy w'hy the trumpet blows ; 

/ —Plainly, to wake one. From repose 

* We shall start up, at last awake 
‘P'roni life, Iba-t insane dream wc take 
‘ For waking now, because it seems. 

* And as, wh^n now we wake from dreams, 

‘ We say, while we recall them, “ Fool, 

* “ To let the chance slip, linger cool 

* " When such adventure offered ! Just 
‘ *• A bridge to cross, a dwarf to thrust 



CHRISTMAS-EVE AND EASTER-DAY. 351 

‘ Aside, a wicked mage to stab— 

‘ “*And, lo'^e, I had kissed Queen Mab,”— 

* So shall wc marvel why we grudged 

* Our labours here, and idly judged 

‘ Of Heaven, we might have gained, but lose 1 
‘ Lose ? Talk of loss, and I refuse 

* To plead at all 1 I speak no worse 
‘ Nor belter than my ancient nurse 

‘ When she w'ould tell me in my youth 
‘ I well deserved that shapes uncouth 
‘ Should fright and tease me 111 my sleep— 

‘ Why did I not in memory keep 
‘ Her precept for the evirs cure ? 

* “ Pinch your own arm, boy, and be sure 
‘ “ Vou’ll wake forthuith ! ’’ * 

XV. 

And as I said 

This nonsense, Ihiowing back my head , 

With light complacent laugh, I found 
Suddenly all the midnight round 
One fire. The dome of Heaven had stood 
As made up of a multitude 
Of handbreadth cloudlets, one vast rack 
Of ripples inlinite and black. 

Prom sky to sky. Sudden there went. 

Like honor and astonishment, 

A fierce vindictive scribble of red 
Quick flame across, as if one said 
(The angry scribe of Judgment) ‘ There— 

' Burn it ! ’ And straight 1 was aware 
That the whole ribwork round, minute 
Cloud touching cloud beyond compute, 

Was tinted each with its own spot 
Of burning at the core, till clot 
‘Jammed against clot, and spilt its fire 
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Over all heaven, which ’gan suspire 
Asjfanned to measure equable,— 

As when great conflagrations kill 
Night overhead, and rise and sink, 

Reflected. Now the hre would shiink 
And \\iiher off the blasted face 
Of heaven, and 1 distinct could trace 
The sharp black ridgy outlines left 
Unburned like network—then, each cleft 
The fire had been sucked back into, 

Regorged, and out it surging flew 
Furiously, and night writhed inflamed. 

Till, tolerating to be tamed 
No longer, certain rays world-wide 
Shot downwardly, on every side. 

Caught past escape ; the eailh was lit ; 

As if a dragon’s nostril split 
And all his famished ire o’erilowcd ; 

Then, as he winced at his Lord’s goad, 

Back he inlialed : whereat I found 
The clouds into vast pillars bound, 

Based on the corners of the eaith, 

Propping the skies at top : a dearth 
Of fire i’ the violet intervals. 

Leaving exposed the utmost walls 
Of time, about to tumble in 
And end the world. 

XVI. 

I felt begin 

The Judgment-Day : to retrocede 
Was too late now.—‘ In very deed, 

(I uttered to myself) * that Day 1 * 

The intuition burned away 
All darkness from niy spirit too— 

There, stood 1, found and fixed, I knew. 
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''hoosing^t world. The choice was made— 

And naked and disguiscless stayed, 

And unevadeable, the fact. 

My brain held nevertheless compact 
Its senses, nor my heart declined 
Its office—rather, both combined 
To help me in this juncture—1 
I.,ost not a second,—agony 
Gave boldness : there, my life had end 
And my choice with it—best defend, 

Applaud them ! I resolved to sia>, 

* So was I framed by Thee, this nay 
‘ I put to use Thy senses here ! 

‘ It was so beautifiil, so near, 

‘ Thy world, —what could I do but choose 
‘ My part there ? Nor did I refuse 
‘ To look above the transient boon 
‘ In time—but it was hard so soon 
‘ As m a short life, to give up 
‘ Such beauty ; I had put the cup 

* Undrained of half its fulness, by; 

‘ But, to renounce it utterly, 

* —That was too hard ! Nor did the Cry 
‘ Which bade renounce it, touch my brain 
‘ Authentically deep and plain 

* Enough, to make my lips let go. 

* But Thou, who knowest all, dost know 

* Whether I was not, life’s brief while, 

* £ndeavoi}ring to reconcile 

* Those lips—too tardily, alas ! 

* To letting the dear remnant pass, 

‘ One day,—some drops of earthly good 

* Untasted ! Is it for this mood, 

‘ That Thou, whose earth delights so well, 

* Hast made its complement a Hell ?’ 

?4 
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XVII. 

A final belch of fire like blood, 
Ovcrhroke all, next, in one flood 
Of dooTii. Tlien fire was sky, and sky 
Was fire and both, one extas)', 

Then ashes. But I heard no noise 
(Whatever was) because a Voice 
Beside me spoke thus, All is done, 
“Time ends, Etermty’s begun, 

“ And thou art judged for evermore ! ” 


I looked up ; all was as before ; 

Of that cloud-Tophet overhead, 

No tidcc was left: I saw instead 
The common round me, and the sky 
Ab^^ve, stretched drear and emptily 
Of life : ’twas the last watch of night, 

Except what brings the morning quite. 

When the armed angel, conscicncc-clear 
Ills task nigh done, leans o’er his spear 
And gazes on the earth he guards. 

Safe one night more through ;'ll its wards, 

Till God relieve him at his post. 

‘ A drfam—a waking dream at most ' ’ 

(1 spoke out quick that I might shake 
The horrid niglitmare off, and wake.) 

‘ The world’s gone, yet the world Js here ? 

* Are not all things as they appear? 

‘ Is Judgment past for me alone ? 

‘ —And where had place the Great White Throne ? 
‘ The rising of the Quick and Dead ? 

‘ Where stood they, small and great ? Who read 
‘ The sentence from the Opened Book ? ’ 

So, by degrees, the blood forsook 
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Vly heart* and let it beat afresh : 

I Knew I should break through the xnesh 
Of horror, and breathe presently— 

When, lo, again, the Voice by me ! 

XIX. 

I saw . . . Oh, brother, *mid far sands 
The palm-tree-cinctured city stands,— 
Bright-white beneath, as Heaven, biight-blue, 
Above it, while the years pursue 
Their course, unable to abate 
Its paradisal laugh at fate : 

One morn,—the Aiab staggers blind 
O’er a new tract of death, calcined 
To ashes, silence, nothingness,— 

Striving, with dizzy wits, to guess 
Whence fell the blow : what if, ’twixt skies 
And prostrate earth, lie should surprise ^ 

The imaged Vapour, head to foot, 

Surveying, motionless and mute, 

Its work, ere, in a whirlwind rapt, 

It vanish up again ?—So hapt 

My chance. He stood there. Like the smoke 

Pillared o’er Sodom, when day broke,— 

I saw Him. One magnific pall 
Mantled in massive fold and fall 
His Dread, and coiled in snaky swathes 
About His feet: night’s black, that Ixilhes 
All else, broke, grizzled with despair, 

Against the soul of blackness there. 

A gesture told the mood within— 

That wrapped right hand whicli based the chin,—^ 
That intense meditation fixed 
On His procedure,—pity mixed 
With the fulfilment of decree. 

Motionless, thus. He spoke to 
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\\Tio fell before Ilis feet, a ma5s,c 
No man now. 


“ All is come to pass, 

Sucli allows are over for each soul 
“ They had respect to. In the roll 
“ Of Judgment which convinced mankinc. 

• ‘ Of sin, stood many, hold and blind, 

•‘Terror must burn the truth into : 

“Their fate for them !—thou had’st to do 
“ With absolute omnipotence, 

“ Able its judgments to dispense 
“ To the whole race, as every one 
“ Were its sole oliject: that is rlone : 

“ (iod is, thou art,—the rest is hurled 
‘ To nothingness for thee. This woi Id, 

■‘/This finite life, thou hast preferred, 

“ In disbelief of God’s own word. 

To Heaven and to Infinity. 

“ Here, the probation was for thee, 

•' To show thy soul the earthly mixed 
'* With Heavenly, it must choose bel\\i\t. 

‘ The earthly joys lay palpable,— 

‘ A taint, in each, distinct as well; 

‘ The Heavenly flitted, faint and tr, e, 

‘ Above them, but as truly w'ere 
‘ I'amtless, so in their nature, best. 

‘ Thy choice was earth : thou didst attest 

* ’Twas fitter spirit should subserve 

‘ The flesh, than flesh refine to nerve 
‘ Beneath the spirit’s play. Advance 

• No claim to their inheritance 

‘ WTio chose the spirit’s fugitive 
‘ Brief gleams, and thought, ‘This were to live 

* * Indeed, if rays, completely pure 
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From fl^sh Ihat dulls them, should endure,— 

“ ^Not shoot in meteor-light athwart 
“ * Our earth, to show how cold and swart 
“ * It lies beneath their fire, but stand 
* As stars should, destined to expand, 

“ ' Prove veritable worlds, our home ! * 

Thou said’st,—* Let Spirit star the dome 
“ * Of sky, that flesh may miss no peak, 

‘ No nook of earth,—I shall not seek 
‘ Its service further 1" Thou art shut 
“ Out of the Heaven of Spirit; glut 
" Thy sense upon the world : ’tis thine 
“For ever—lake it!” 


x\r. 

‘How? Is mme, 

‘The world ? * (I cried, while my soul hmke 
Out in a transport.) ‘ Hast thou spoke 
‘ Plainly in that ? Earth’s exquisite * 

‘Treasures of wonder and delight, 

‘For me?* 


XXII. 

The austere Voice returned, — 
“ So soon made happy ? Hadst thou learned 
“ What God accounteth happiness, 

“ Thou wouldst not find it hard to guess 
“ What Hell may be His punishment 
** For those who doubt if God invent 
“ Better than they. Let such men rest 
“ Content with what they judged tlie best. 

“ Let the Unjust usurp at will: 

“ The Filthy shall be filthy still: 

“ Miser, there waits the gold for thee ! 

“ Hater, indulge thine enmity ! 

“And thou, whose heaven, self-ordaincd, 
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“Was to enjoy earth unrestrainecL 
“ Do it 1 Take all the ancient show I 
“ The woods shall wave, the rivers flow, 
“And men apparently pursue 
“ Then works, as they were wont to do, 

“ Whilt Jiving in probation yet; 

I promise not thou shalt forget 
‘ ‘ The past, now gone to its account, 

‘ ‘ But leave thee with the old amount 
“ Of faculties, nor less nor more, 

“ Unvisited, as heretofore, 

“ By God’s free spirit, tliat makes an end. 
“ So, once more, take thy woild ; expend 
“ Eternity upon its shows,— 

“ Flung thee as freely as one rose 
“ Out of a summer’s opulence, 

“ Over the Eden-barner whence 
“ Thou art excluded. Knock in vain ! ” 


I sate up. All was still again. 

I breathed free: to my heart, back fled 
The warmth. ‘ But, all the world ! ’ (I said) 
I stooped and picked a leaf of fern, 

And recollected I might learn 
From books, how many myriad sorS 
Exist, if one may trust reports, 

* Each as distinct and beautiful 
As this, the very first I cull. 

Think, from the first leaf to the last! 
Conceive, then, earth’s resources ! Vast 
P)xhaustless beauty, endless change 
Of wonder ! and this foot shall range 
Alps, Andes,—and this cyi^ devour 
The bee-bird and the aloe-flower ? 
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J XXIV. 

' And the^oicc, “Welcome i.o to rate 
“The arras-folds that variegate 
“ The earth, God’s antechamber, well! 

“ The wise, who waited theie, could tell 
“ By these, what royalties in store 
“ Lay one step past the entrance-door. 

“ For whom, was reckoned, not Uk* ixiuch^ 
“ This life’s munificence ? For such 
“ As thou,—a race, whereof not one 
“ Was able, in a million, 

“ To feel that any niar\el lay 
“ In objects round his feci all day ; 

“ Kor one, in many millions more. 

Willing, if able, to explore 
“ The secreter, minuter charm ! 

-Biave souls, a fcrn-lcaf could disarm 
“ Of power to co^ie with God’s intent,— 

“ Or scared if the South P'lrmament • 

“ With North-fire did its wings rctlcdgc ! 

“ All partial beauty was a pledge 
“ Of beauty in its plenitude : 

“ But since the pledge sufficed thy mood, 

“ Retain it—plenitude be theirs 
“ Who looked above 1'* 


XXV. 

Though sharp despa Ir-^ 
Shot tlirough me, I held ii|>, bore on. 

* What is it though my trust is gone 
‘From natural things? Henceforth my part 
‘ Be less with Nature than with Art! 

‘ For Art supplants, gives mainly worth 

* To Nature ; ’tis hlan stamps the earth—* 

‘ And I will seek his impress, seek 
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* The statuary of the Greek, 

‘ Italy’s painting—there my choice 
' Shall fix ! ’ 

XXVI. 

“ Obtain It,” said the Voice. 

• ** The c-ie form with its single act, 

“ Which sculptors labored to abstract, 

“The one face, painters tried to draw, 

“ With Its one look, from throngs they saw ! 
“ And that perfection m their soul, 

“ These only hinted at ? The whole, 

“ They were but parts of? What each laid 
“ His claim to glory on ?—afraid 
“ Ills fellow-men should give him rank 
“ 15y the poor tentalives he .shrank 
“ Smitten at heart from, all the more, 

* ‘ That gazers pressed in to adore ! 

“ ‘Shall I l3e judged by only these ?’ 

“Ifsuch his soul^ capacities, 

“ Even while he trod the earth,—think, now 
“ What pomp in Buonarotti’s brow, 

“ With Its new palace-brain where dwells 
“ Superb the soul, unvexed by cells 
“ That crumbled with the transient c'ay ! 

“ What visions will his right hand’s sway 
“ Still turn to form, as ;till they bursi 
^ “ Upon him ? How will he quench thirst, 
“Titanically infantine, 

“ Laid at the breast of the Divine ? 

“ Does it confound thee,—this first page 
** Emblazoning man’s heritage ?— 

** Can this alone absorb thy sight, 

“ .\s if they were not infinite,— 

“ Like the omnipotence which tasks 
“ Itself, to furnish all that asks 
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y The soul it means to satiate ? 

‘ #What the world, the sparry state 

“ Of the broad skies,—what, all displays 
“ Of power and beauty intermixed, 

“Which now thy soul is chained betwixt,— 
“What, else, than needful furniture 
“ For life’s first stage ? God’s work, be sure, 
“ No more spreads w'asled, than falls scant: 

“ He filled, did not exceed, Man’s want 
“ Of beauty in Ihis life. And [jass 
“ Life’s line,—and what has earth to do, 

“ Its utmost beauty’s appanage, 

“ With the requirements of next stage? 

“ Did God pronounce earth ‘ very good ’ ? 

“ Needs must it be, while understood 
“For man’s preparatory state ; 

“ Nothing to heighten nor abate : 

“ But transfer the completeness liere, 

“ To serve a new state’s use,— and drear^ 

“ Deficiency gapes every side ! 

“ The good, tried once, were bad, retried. 

“ See the enwrapping rocky niche, 

“ Sufficient for the sleep, in which 
“The lizard breathes for ages safe : 

“ Split the mould—and as (his would chafe 
“The creature’s new world-widened sense, 

“ One minute after you dispense 
“ The thousand sounds and sights that broke 
“ In, on him, ^t the chisel’s stroke,— 

“ So, in God’s eyes, the earth’s first stuff 
“ Was, neither more nor less, enough 
“To house man’s soul, man’s need fulfil. 
“You reckoned it immeasurable : 

“ So thinks the h/iird of his vault! 

“ Could God be taken in default, 

“ Short of contrivances, by you,— 
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Or reached, ere ready to pursue 
“His progress through eternity ? • 

“ That chambered rock, the lizard's world, 

“ Your ej sy mallet’s blow has hurled 
“ To nothingness for ever ; so, 

“ Has God .’bohshed at a blow 
“ This world, wherein his saints were pent,— 

“ Who, though, found grateful and content, 

** With the provision there, as thou, 

“Yet knew He would not disallow 
“Their spirits’ hunger, felt as well,— 

“ Unsated,—not unsalable, 

“As Paradise gives j^roof. Deride 
“ Their choice now, thou who sit’st outside ! ’* 

XXVII. 

I cried in anguish, ‘ Mind, the mind, 

* So miserably cast behind, 

‘ To <^ain what had been wisely lost! 

‘ Oh, let me strive to make the most 

* Of the poor stinted soul, I nipped 
‘Of budding wings, ehc well equipt 

* P or voyage from summer isle to isle ! 

‘ And though she needs must reconcile 
‘ x4.mbition to the life on ground, 

‘ Still, I can profit by latt found 
‘ But precious knowledge. Mind is best— 

‘ twill seize mind, forego the rest 
‘ And try how far my tethered strength 
‘ May crawl in this poor breadth and Length. 

* —Let me, since I can fly no more, 

‘ At least spin dcrvish-likc about 

‘ (Till giddy rapture almost doubt 
‘ I fly) through circling sciences, 

‘ Philosophies and histones ! 

* Should the whirl slacken there, then Verse, 
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‘lining lo music, shall asperse 

* r resh ari9 fresh fire-dew, till I strain 
‘ Intoxicate, half-break my chain ! 

‘ Not joyless, though more favoured feet 
‘ Stand calm, where I want wnngs to beat 
‘ The floor ? At least earth’s bond is broke 1 ’ 

XXVHT. 

Then, (sickening e\cn while I spoke) 

‘ Let me alone ! No answer, pray, 

* To this ' I know what Thou wilt say ! 

‘ All still is earth s,—to Know, as much 
‘ As Keel its truths, which if we touch 

‘ With sense or apprehend in soul, 

‘ What inatlci ? I have reached the goal— 

* “ Whereto does Knowledge serve ! ” will burn 
‘ My eyes, too sure, at every turn I 

‘ I cannot look hack now, nor slake 
‘ Bliss on the race, for running’s sake. 

‘ The goal’s a rum like the rest ’’— 

—“And so much worse thy latter quest, 

(Added the Voice) “ that even nn earth, 
“Whenever, in man’s soul, had birth 
“ Those intuitions, grasps of gues^, 

“That pull the more into the less, 

“ Making the finite comprehend 
“ Infinity, the baid would spend 
“ Such praise alone, upon his craft, 

“ As, when wmd-lyres obey the waft, 

“ Goes to the craftsman who arranged 
“ The seven springs, changed them and rechanged— 
“ Knowing it was the South that harped. 

“He felt his song, in singing, warped, 

“ Distinguished his and God’s part: whence 

* ‘ A world of spirit of sense 

** Was plain to him, yet not too plain, 
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“ Which he could traverse, not remain 
“ A guest in :—else were permanent* 
Ifeavcn upon earth, its gleams were meant 
To sting with hunger for the light,— 

** Made visible in Verse, despite 
“ The veiliiu: weakness,—truth by means 
“ Of fable, showing while it screens,— 

** Since highest truth, man e’er supplied, 

“ Was ever fable on outside. 

“ Such gleams made bright the earth an age; 
“ Now, the whole sun’s his heritage ! 

“Take up thy world, it is allowed, 

“ Thou who hast entered in the cloud ! 


XXIX. 

Then I—‘Behold, my spiiit bleeds, 

‘ Catches no more at broken reeds,— 

‘ But lilies flower those reeds above— 

‘ I lekthc world go, and take love ! 

‘ Love survives in me, albeit those 

* I loved are henceforth masks and shows, 

* Not loving men and women : still 

* I mind how love repaired all ill, 

‘ Cured wrong, soothed grief, made earth amends 
‘ With parents, brothers, children, friends! 

* Some semblance of a woman yet 
‘ With eyes to help me to forget, 

‘ Shall live with me; and I will match 
‘ Departed love with love, attach 
‘ Its fragments to my whole, nor scorn 

* The poorest of the grains of corn 

‘ I save from shipwreck on this isle, 

‘ Trusting its liarrenness may smile 
‘ With happy foodful green one day, 

‘ More precious for the pains. 1 pray, 

‘ For love, then, only ! ^ 
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XXX. 

At the word, 

The Form, I looked to have been stirrctl 
With pity and approval, rose 
O’er me, as when the headsman throws 
Axe over shoulder to make end— 

I fell prone, letting Him expend 

His wrath, wdiile, thus, the inflicting Voice 

Smote me. “ Is this thy final choice^ 

“ Love is the best ? *Tis somewliat late ’ 

“ And all thou dost enumerate 
“ Of power and beauty in the world, 

“ The mightiness of love wa-s curled 
“ Inextricably lound about. 

“ Love lay w'lthin it and without, 

“ To clasp thee,—but in vain ! Thy soul 
“ Still shrunk from Him who made the whole. 
Still set deliberate aside * 

“ Ills love !—Now take love ! Well betide 
“ Thy tardy conscience! Haste to take 
“ The show of love for the name’s sake, 

** Remembering every moment Who 
Beside creating thee unto 
“These ends, and these for thee, was said 
“To undcigo death in thy stead 
“ In flesh like thine: so ran the tale. 

“ What doubt in thee could coiintenail 
“ Belief in it ? Upon the ground 
“ ‘That in the story had been found 
“ * Too much love? How could God love se? * 
“ He who in all his works below 
“ Adapted to the needs of man, 

“ M^de love the basis of the plan,— 

“ love, as was demonstrated: 

“ While man, who was so fit instead. 


in 
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“To hate, as every day gave proof — , 

“You thought man, for his kind’s behoof, 

"Both could and would invent that scheme 
“ Of perfect love—’twould well beseem 
" Cain’s nature thou wast wont to praise, 

"Not tally with God’s usual ways ! ” 

XXXI- 

And 1 cowered deprecatiiigly— 

‘ Thou Love of God ! Or let me die, 

‘ Or grant what shall seem Heaven almost! 

‘ Let me not know that all is lost, 

* Though lost it be—leave me not tied 

‘ To this despair, this corpse-like bride ! 

‘ I^et that old life seem mine—no more— 

‘ With limitation as before, 

‘With darkness, hunger, toil, distress; 

* Be all the earth a urilderness 1 
‘ OVily let me go on, go on, 

‘ Still hoping ever and anon 
‘ To reach one eve the Better Land ! * 

XXXII. 

Then did the F'orm c^pand, expand— 

I knew Him through the dread disguise, 

As the whole God within his eyes 
Embraced me. 

j xxxiir. 

When 1 lived again, 

The day was breaking,—the grey plain 
I rose from, silvered thick with dew. 

Was this a vision ? False or true ? 

Since then, three varied years are spent, 

And commonly my mind is bent » 

^ To think it was a dream—be sure 
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A mere dMam and distemperature— 

Tne last day’s watching: then the night,— 

The shock of that strange Northern Light 
Set my head swimming, bred in me 
A dream. And so I live, you see. 

Go through the world, try, prove, reject, 

Prefer, still struggling to effect 
My warfare; happy that I can 
Be crossed and thwarted as a man, 

Not left in God’s contempt apart, 

With ghastly smooth life, dead at heart, 

Tame in earth’s paddock as her prize. 

Thank God, she still each method tries 
To catch me, who may yet escape. 

She knows, the fiend in angel’s shape ' 

Thank God no paradise stands barred 
To entry, and I lind it hard 
To be a Christian, as I said ! 

Still every now and then my head 

Raised glad, sinks mournful—all grows drear 

Spite of the sunshine, while I fear 

And think, ‘ How dicadful to be grudged 

*No ease hencefoith, Jis one that’s judged, 

* Condemned to earth for ever, shut 
•From Heaven’ . . 

But Eastcr-Day breaks ! But 
Christ rises I Mercy every way 
ts infinite,—and who can say ? 
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